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THE  THIRD  BOOK  OF 


READING  LESSONS 


PREFACE 


,The  same  plan  that  has  been  adopted  in  the  earlier 
books  of  this  series  is  continued  in  this.  The  lessons 
lare  carefully  arranged,  taking  the  starting-point  from 
the  Second  Book,  and  gradually  becoming  more  diffi- 
cult both  in  the  words  they  contain  and  in  the  mean- 
ings they  convey.  At  first  easy  stories  and  anecdotes 
are  giver,  each  teaching  a valuable  lesson,  but  pre- 
sented in  such  an  attractive  form  that  the  pupil 
Jcannot  fail  to  be  interested.  Then  anecdotes  of 
Natural  History  follow,  opening  up  to  the  youthful 
mind  a new  field  of  interest  and  delight,  and  all  tend- 
ing to  induce  the  reader  to  pursue  the  subject,  and  to 
jgain  a more  extended  knowledge  of  that  most  delight- 
ful study-  -the  animal  kingdom.  The  Third  Part  of 
the  book  is  devoted  to  incidents  of  travel,  of  adventure, 
and  of  history,  almost  the  whole  of  which  relate  to  our 
own  country,  and  which,  it  is  hoped,  will  awaken  an 
interest  that  will  not  be  content  to  be  restricted  to  the 
narrow  limits  within  which  this  book  is  necessarily 
confined,  but  will  extend  itself  to  the  broad  fields  of 
I knowledge  that  are  here  merely  pointed  out. 

The  Pourth  Part  embraces  a miscellaneous  collection 
of  pieces  in  prose  and  verse — many  of  the  latter  being 
very  well  adapted  for  recitation.  0 0/1/5 
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PREFACE. 


While  the  words  in  the  early  lessons  are  easy  both 
in  spelling  and  in  meaning,  they  gradually  become 
more  difficult  as  the  lessons  advance. 

The  Teacher  is  recommended  to  draw  materials  for 
exercises  in  spelling — either  oral  or  by  way  of  writing 
from  dictation  on  slates  or  paper — chiefly  from  the 
reading  lessons  previously  read  by  the  pupiR 

A “ Companion  to  the  Reading  Books”  has  been  pre- 
pared, which  contains  exercises  in  spelling  ; together 
with  the  pronunciation,  explanation,  and  etymology  of 
the  difficult  words  occurring  in  the  extracts.  The 
pupils  should  be  directed  to  make  use  of  this  book  in 
the  preparation  of  their  lessons. 


PREFACE  TO  REVISED  EDITION. 

In  the  preparation  of  this  edition  the  text  has  been 
thoroughly  read,  and  the  typographical  and  other 
errors  carefully  corrected.  A single  piece,  the  Battle 
of  Chateauguay,  which  was  considered  too  technical 
for  the  Third  Book,  has  been  replaced  by  a more 
interesting  extract.  A carefully  prepared  vocabulary 
containing  all  words  of  difficult  spelling  or  pronun- 
ciation will  be  found  at  the  end,  and  will  prove  of 
great  advantage  to  the  pupil  in  the  preparation  of 
his  lesson. 

Education  Office,  Toronto, 

December  1869. 
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PART  I. 


THE  PEACHES. 

A FARMER  brought  with  him  from  the  city  five  peaches, 
the  finest  he  could  meet  with.  It  was  the  first  time 
that  his  children  had  ever  seen  this  sort  of  fruit ; and 
they  admired  greatly  their  red  cheeks  and  soft  down. 
The  father  gave  one  to  each  of  his  four  boys,  and  the 
fifth  to  their  mother. 

At  night,  when  the  children  were  about  to  retire  to 
their  chamber,  the  father  said,  “ Tell  me : how  did  you 
| like  the  pretty  fruit?” 

“Very  much  indeed,  father,”  replied  the  eldest ; “it 
j was  so  juicy  and  of  such  a fine  flavor.  I have  taken 
J care  of  the  stone,  which  I shall  plant  that  I ,may  raise 
i ! a tree  from  it.” 

j “Well  done!”  said  the  father,  “thou  hast  shown 
j|  forethought  and  prudence.” 

“I  ate  mine  at  once,”  cried  the  youngest,  “and 
threw  away  the  stone,  and  mother  gave  me  half  of 
I hers.  Oh,  it  tasted  so  sweet ; it  melted  in  my  mouth!” 

|j  “ Well,”  said  the  father ; “ thou  hast  acted,  if  not 
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very  prudently,  at  least  naturally,  and  as  a child  might 
be  expected  to  do.” 

The  second  son  then  began  : “ I picked  up  the  stone 
which  Alfred  threw  away,  and  broke  it.  There  was  a 
kernel  in  it  which  tasted  as  sweet  as  a nut.  But  I sold 
my  peach  and  got  so  much  for  it,  that  when  I go  to 
town,  I can  buy  half  a dozen  with  the  money.” 

The  father  shook  his  head,  and  said,  “This  is  prudent, 
indeed,  but  not  childlike  or  natural.  Heaven  forbid 
that  thou  shouldst  crow  up  a miser  !” 

“And  thou,  Edmund?”  asked  the  father. 

Edmund  modestly  replied,.  “ I carried  my  peach  to 
poor  George,  our  neighbor’s  son,  who  is  ill  of  a fever.  I 
He  would  not  take  it,  so  I laid  it  on  his  bed  and  came  I 
away.” 

“Well,”  said  the  father,  “which  of  you  has  made  I 
the  best  use  of  his  peach?” 

“Brother  Edmund  ! ” cried  the  other  three.  Edraunc  I 
was  silent,  and  his  mother  tenderly  kissed  him  wit!  I 
tears  in  her  eyes. 

— Krummacher's  Parables . 


NO  PAY,  NO  WORK. 

“ Little  bov,  will  you  help  an  old  man  up  the  hil 
with  his  load?”  These  words  were  spoken  by  an  oh 
gray-headed  man,  who  was  drawing  a. hand-cart  witl 
a bag  of  corn  in  it. 

“ I can’t ; I’m  in  a hurry,”  said  Hanson,  the  bo; 
addressed,  who  was  in  a hurrv  to  get  to  the  play 
ground,  that  he  might  play  with  the  boys  before  sehoc 
began. 

The  old  man  sat  down  on  a stone  at  the  foot  of  th 
hill  to  rest  himself,  and  gather  strength  for  the  ascen 
He  gazed  after  Hanson,  and  sighed  as  he  thought  c 
the  days  of  his  youth,  now  far  back  in  the  past,  i 
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tear  was  beginning  to  gather  in  his  eye  when  another 
; little  boy,  John  Wilson,  came  up  to  him  and  said, 

S “Shall  I help  you  up  the  hill  with  your  load ? ” 

! The  old  man  brushed  his  eyes  with  the  cuff  of  his 
coat,  and  replied,  “ I shall  be  very  glad  to  have  your 
help.”  He  then  arose,  and  taking  the  tongue  of  his  cart, 
pulled  with  all  his  strength,  while  John  pushed  behind. 

I When  they  reached  the  top  of  the  hill,  John  discovered 
a rent  in  the  bag  on  the  under  side,  from  which  the  corn 
was  dropping  out,  and  putting  forth  all  his  strength,  he 
turned  the  bag  so  that  there  might  be  no  further  loss 
of  corn. 

“ I am  much  obliged  to  you,”  said  the  old  man,  as 
John  set  out  upon  a run  for  the  school-house ; “and 
may  the  Lord  reward  you  ! ” But  John  was  out  of 
hearing  before  the  last  words  were  spoken. 

I When  John  reached  the  school-house,  he  was  about 
| ten  minutes  too  late,  so  that  he  received  a bad  mark 
1 for  want  of  punctuality.  This  was  a very  unusual 
! thing  for  him,  as  he  was  remarkable  for  punctuality. 
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If  be  had  told  the  master  what  had  detained  him  he 
would  have  been  excused  ; but  he  thought  it  would 
not  look  well  to  do  so.  So  he  took  the  mark  without 
saying  a word. 

When  the  school  was  over,  Hanson  said  to  John, 
“What  did  you  get  a bad  mark  for?” 

“ Because  I was  too  late,”  said  John. 

“ I know  that ; but  why  were  you  not  in  time  ? I 
saw  you  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  only  a little  way  behind 
me.  I suppose  you  stopped  to  help  old  Stevenson  up 
the  hill  with  his  grist.  He  tried  to  stop  me,  but  / 
did  not  work  for  nothing.” 

"Nor  I either.” 

"Oh,  you  got  a bad  mark  from  the  schoolmaster. 
Do  you  call  that  pay  for  your  work  ?” 

“ You  don’t  know  what  else  I got.” 

" Bid  you  get  anything  else  V* 

“ I did  not  do  it  expecting  to  get  anything  for  it.” 
“Why  did  you  do  it  then?” 

“ Because  I thought  I ought  to  help  the  poor  old 
man.” 

“ If  you  have  a mind  to  be  such  a fool  as  to  work  for 
nothing,  you  may.  No  pay , no  work,  is  my  rule.” 

To  be  kind  and  useful  is  my  rule,  John  might  have 
said  with  truth  ; but  he  did  not  say  so.  Nor  did  John 
really  work  for  nothing  when  he  performed  acts  of 
kindness.  In  the  first  place,  he  had  the  approval  of 
his  conscience,  which  was  worth  something.  In  the 
second  place,  he  had  the  pleasure  of  doing  good,  which 
was  worth  something.  In  the  third  place,  he  had  the 
gratitude  and  love  of  many,  also  worth  something. 
And  lastly,  and  best  of  all,  he  had  the  approbation  of 
God,  who  has  promised  that  even  a cup  of  cold  water 
given  to  a disciple  shall  not  lose  its  reward. 

— Alden. 
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j THE  OLD  ARM-CHAIR 

I I LOVE  it,  I love  it,  and  who  shall  dare 
| To  chide  me  for  loving  that  old  arm-chair  ? 

I I’ve  treasured  it  long  as  a sainted  prize, 

I’ve  bedew’d  it  with  tears,  and  embalm’d  it  with  sighs ; 
’Tis  bound  by  a thousand  bands  to  my  heart ; 

Not  a tie  will  break,  not  a link  will  start, 
j Would  you  learn  the  spell  ? — a mother  sat  there, 
i And  a sacred  thing  is  that  old  arm-chair. 

In  childhood’s  hour  I linger’d  near 
I The  hallow’d  seat  with  listening  ear ; 

I And  gentle  words  that  mother  would  give 
I To  fit  me  to  die  and  teach  me  to  live. 

I She  told  me  shame  would  never  betide, 

With  truth  for  my  creed  and  God  for  my  guide ; 

She  taught  me  to  lisp  my  earliest  prayer, 

As  I knelt  beside  that  old  arm-chair. 

j I sat  and  watch’d  her  many  a day, 
f When  her  eyes  grew  dim,  and  her  locks  were  grey  ; 

And  I almost  worshipp’d  her  when  she  smiled 
i And  turn’d  from  her  Bible  to  bless  her  child^ 

! Years  roll’d  on,  but  the  last  one  sped — 

My  idol  was  shatter’d,  my  earth-star  fled  ; 

I learnt  how  much  the  heart  can  bear, 

! When  I saw  her  die  in  that  old  arm-chair. 

, ’Tis  past ! ’tis  past ! but  I gaze  on  it  now 
j With  quiv’ring  breath  and  throbbing  brow ; 

’Twas  there  she  nursed  me,  ’twas  there  she  died, 
j And  memory  flows  with  lava  tide, 
j Say  it  is  folly,  and  deem  me  weak, 

I While  the  scalding  drops  start  down  my  cheek  ; 

| But  I love  it,  I love  it,  and  cannot  tear 
! My  soul  from  a mother’s  old  arm-chair 
! —Eliza  Cook, 
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Joe  Benton  lived  in  the  country.  Not  far  from  his 
father’s  house  was  a large  pond.  His  cou-in  Herbert 
had  given  him  a beautiful  boat,  elegantly  rigged  with 
mast  and  sails,  all  ready  to  be  launched.  The  boat 
was  snugly  stowed  away  in  a little  cave  near  the  pond. 
At  throe  o’clock  on  a Saturday  afternoon  the  boys  were 
to  meet  and  launch  the  boat.  On  the  morning  of  that 
day  Joe  rose  bright  and  early.  It  was  a lovely  morn- 
ing. Joe  was  in  fiue  spirits.  He  chuckled  with  de- 
light when  he  thought  of  the  afternoon.  “ Glorious!” 
said  he  to  himself,  as  he  finished  dressing.  “ Now,  I 
have  just  time  to  run  down  to  the  pond  before  break- 
fast, and  see  that  the  boat  is  all  right.  Then  I ’ll 
hurry  home  and  learn  my  lessons  for  Monday,  so  as  to 
be  ready  for  the  afternoon.” 

Away  he  went  scampering  towards  the  cave  where 
the  boat  had  been  left  ready  for  the  launch.  As  he 
drew  near  he  saw  signs  of  mischief,  and  felt  uneasy. 
The  big  stone  before  the  cave  had  been  rolled  away. 
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The  moment  he  looked  within  he  burst  into  a loud  cry. 
There  was  the  beautiful  boat,  which  his  cousin  had  given 
him,  with  its  mast  broken,  its  sails  all  torn  to  pieces, 
. and  a large  hole  bored  in  the  bottom  ! 

Joe  stood  for  a moment  motionless  with  grief  and 
surprise ; then  with  his  face  all  red  with  anger  he 
exclaimed,  “ I know  who  did  it ! It  was  Fritz  Brown ; 
but  I ’ll  pay  him  for  this  caper — see  if  I don’t !”  Then 
he  pushed  back  the  boat  into  the  cave,  and,  hurrying 
along  the  road  a little  way,  he  fastened  a string  across 
the  footpath,  a few  inches  from  the  ground,  and  care- 
fully hid  himself  among  the  bushes. 

Presently  a step  was  heard,  and  Joe  eagerly  peeped 
out.  He  expected  to  see  Fritz  coming  along;  but  in- 
stead of  Fritz  it  was  his  cousin  Herbert.  He  was  the 
last  person  Joe  cared  to  meet  just  then,  so,  he  un- 
fastened the  string  and  lay  quiet,  hoping  that  he  would 
not  observe  him.  But  Herbert’s  quick  eye  soon  caught 
sight  of  him,  and  Joe  had  to  tell  him  all  that  had  hap- 
pened; and  he  wound  up  by  saying,  “ But  nevermind; 
I mean  to  make  him  smart  for  it !” 

“Well,  what  do  you  mean  to  do,  Joe?”  asked 
Herbert. 

“ Y\  hy,  you  see,  Fritz  carries  a basket  of  eggs  to 
market  every  morning,  and  I mean  to  trip  him  over 
this  string,  and  smash  them  all ! ” 

Joe  knew  that  this  was  not  a right  feeling,  and  ex- 
pected to  get  a sharp  lecture  from  his  cousin.  But,  to 
his  surprise,  he  only  said,  in  a quiet  way,  “ Well,  I 
think  Fritz  does  deserve  some  punishment:  but  the 
string  is  an  old  trick  ; I can  tell  you  something  better 
than  that.” 

“ What?”  cried  Joe,  eagerly. 

“ How  would  you  like  to  put  a few  coals  of  fire  on 
his  head?” 

“What!  burn  him?”  asked  Joe,  doubtfully.  His 
cousin  nodded  his  head,  and  gave  a queer  smile.  Joe 
clapped  his  hands.  “ Bravo  I”  said  he,  “ that’s  just 
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the  thing,  cousin  Herbert.  You  see,  his  hair  is  so  thick 
he  would  not  get  burned  much  before  he  had  time  to 
shake  them  off ; but  I would  just  like  to  see  him  jump 
once.  Now  tell  me  how  to  do  it — quick!” 

“ ‘ If  thine  enemy  hunger,  feed  him ; if  he  thirst, 
give  him  drink : for  in  so  doing,  thou  shalt  heap  coals 
of  fire  on  his  head.  Be  not  overcome  of  evil,  but  over- 
come evil  with  good.’  There,”  said  Herbert,  “ that  is 
God's  way  of  doing  it ; and  I think  that  is  the  best 
kind  of  punishment  that  Fritz  could  have.” 

You  should  have  seen  how  long  Joe’s  face  grew 
while  Herbert  was  speaking.  “ Now  I do  say,  cousin 
Herbert,”  added  Joe,  “ that  is  a real  take  in.  Why, 
it  is  no  punishment  at  alL” 

“ Try  it  once,”  said  Herbert.  “ Treat  Fritz  kindly, 
and  I am  certain  that  he  will  feel  so  ashamed  and  un- 
happy, that  kicking  or  beating  him  would  be  like  fun 
in  comparison.” 

Joe  was  not  really  a bad  boy,  but  he  was  now  in  a 
very  ill  temper ; and  he  said  sullenly,  “ But  you  have 
told  me  a story,  cousin  Herbert.  You  said  this  kind 
of  coal  would  bum,  it  does  not  burn  at  all.” 

“ You  are  mistaken  about  that,”  said  Herbert.  “ I 
have  known  such  coals  burn  up  malice,  envy,  ill-feeling, 
and  a great  deal  of  rubbish,  and  then  leave  some  cold 
hearts  feeling  as  warm  and  pleasant  as  possible.” 

Joe  drew  a long  sigh.  “ Well,  tell  me  a good  coal 
to  put  on  Fritz’s  head,  and  I ’ll  see  about  it” 

“ You  know,”  said  Herbert,  “ that  Fritz  is  very  poor, 
and  can  seldom  buy  himself  a book,  although  he  is  very 
fond  of  reading;  but  you  have  quite  a library.  Now 
suppose — but  no,  I won’t  suppose  anything  about  it 
Just  think  over  the  matter,  and  find  your  own  coaL 
But  be  sure  to  kindle  it  with  love,  for  no  other  fire 
burns  like  that.”  Then  Herbert  sprang  over  the  fence 
and  went  whistling  away. 

Before  Joe  had  time  to  colleot  his  thoughts,  he  saw 
Fritz  coming  down  the  road,  carrying  a basket  of  eggs 
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: in  one  hand  and  a pail  of  milk  in  the  other.  For  a 

> i moment  the  thought  crossed  Joe’s  mind,  “ What  a 
i j grand  smash  it  would  have  been,  if  Fritz  had  fallen 
over  the  string  !”  But  he  drove  it  away  in  an  instant, 

. and  was  glad  enough  that  the  string  was  in  his  pocket. 

! Fritz  started  and  looked  very  uncomfortable  when  he 
first  caught  sight  of  Joe;  but  the  good  fellow  began 
at  once  with,  “Fritz,  have  you  much  time  to  read 
now?” 

! “ Sometimes,”  said  Fritz,  “ when  I have  driven  the 

cows  home  and  done  all  my  work,  I have  a little  day- 
light left ; but  the  trouble  is,  I have  read  every  book 
| I can  get  hold  of.” 

“ How  would  you  like  to  read  my  new  book  of 
travels?” 

Fritz’s  eyes  fairly  danced.  “ Oh  ! may  I,  may  I ? 
i I would  be  so  careful  of  it.” 

I “ Yes,”  answered  Joe,  “ and  perhaps  I have  some 
I i others  you  would  like  to  read.  And  Fritz,”  he  added, 
a little  slyly,  “ I would  ask  you  to  come  and  help  to 
sail  my  new  boat  this  afternoon ; but  some  one  has 
I gone  and  broken  the  mast,  and  torn  the  sails,  and 
made  a great  hole  in  the  bottom.  Who  do  you  sup- 
pose did  it?” 

Fritz’s  head  dropped  on  his  breast;  but  after  a 
moment  he  looked  up  with  great  effort,  and  said — 

“ Oh,  Joe,  I did  it ; but  I cannot  tell  you  how  sorry 
I am.  You  did  not  know  I was  so  mean  when  you 
I promised  me  the  book,  did  you?” 
j “ Well,  I rather  thought  you  did  it,”  said  Joe  slowly. 

I “ And  yet  you  never — ” Fritz  could  not  get  any 

j further.  He  felt  as . if  he  would  choke ; his  face  was 
|.  as  red  as  a coal.  He  could  stand  it  no  longer,  so  off 
] he  walked  without  saying  a word. 

\ “ That  coal  does  burn,”  said  Joe  to  himself.  “ I 

j know  Fritz  would  rather  I had  smashed  every  egg  in 
j his  basket  than  that  I had  offered  to  lend  him  that 
) book”  Joe  took  two  or  three  leaps  along  the  road, 
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and  went  home  with  a light  heart  and  a grand  appetite 
for  breakfast. 

When  the  boys  met  at  the  appointed  hour,  they 
found  Fritz  there  before  them,  eagerly  trying  to  repair 
the  injuries;  and  as  soon  as  he  saw  joe  he  hurried  to 
present  him  with  a beautiful  flag,  which  he  had  bought 
for  the  boat  with  a part  of  his  egg  money  ! Tiie  boat 
was  repaired  and  launched,  and  made  a grand  trip; 
and  everything  turned  out  as  cousin  Herbert  had  said, 
for  Joe’s  heart  was  so  warm  and  full  of  kind  thoughts, 
that  he  never  had  been  happier  in  his  life.  And  Joe 
found  out  afterwards  that  the  more  he  used  of  this 
curious  kind  of  coal,  the  larger  supply  he  had  on  hand 
— kind  thoughts,  kind  words,  and  kind  actions. 

I should  be  glad  to  have  all  of  you,  my  young  friends, 
engage  in  this  branch  of  the  coal  business.  If  all 
families  were  caretul  to  keep  a supply  of  Joe  Benton’s 
coals  on  hand,  and  make  a good  use  of  them,  how  happy 
they  would  be ! — L.  P. 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 

Speak  gently ! it  is  better  far 
To  rule  by  love  than  fear ; 

Speak  gently  ! let  not  harsh  words  mar 
The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently ! love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind  ; 

And  gently  friendship’s  accents  flow* 
Affections  voice  is  kind. 
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Speak  gently  to  the  little  child ; 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain  ; 

Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild 
It  may  not  long  remain. 

Speak  gently  to  the  young,  for  they 
Will  have  enough  to  bear ; 

Pass  through  this  life  as  best  they  may, 
’Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one, 

Grieve  not  the  careworn  heart ; 

The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run — 

Let  such  in  peace  depart. 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor. 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard  ; 

They  have  enough  they  must  endure, 
Without  an  unkind  word. 

Speak  gently  to  the  erring ; know 
They  must  have  toil’d  in  vain  ; 

Perchance  unkindness  made  them  so, 

Oh ! win  them  back  again ! 

Speak  gently ! He  who  gave  His  life 
To  bend  men’s  stubborn  will, 

When  elements  were  in  fierce  strife, 
Said  to  them,  “ Peace,  be  still ! ” 

Speak  gently ! ’’tis  a little  thing 
Dropp’d  in  the  heart’s  deep  well ; 

The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring 
Eternity  shall,  tell. 


12  . THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


THE  LITTLE  HERO  OF  HAARLEM. 

At  an  early  period  in  the  history  of  Holland,  a boy  was 
born  in  Haarlem,  a town  remarkable  for  its  variety  of 
fortune  in  war,  but  happily  still  more  so  for  its  manu- 
factures and  inventions  in  peace.  His  father  was  a 
sluicer — that  is,  one  whose  employment  it  was  to  open 
and  shut  the  sluices  or  large  oak-gates,  which  placed 
at  certain  regular  distances,  close  the  entrance  of  the 
canals,  and  secure  Holland  from'  the  danger  to  which 
it  seems  exposed,  of  finding  itself  under  water,  rather 
than  above  it.  When  water  is  wanted,  the  sluicer  raises 
the  sluices  more  or  less,  as  required,  as  a cook  turns 
the  cock  of  a fountain,  and  closes  them  again  carefully 
at  night;  otherwise  the  water  would  flow  into  the 
canals,  then  overflow  them,  and  inundate  the  whole 
country  ; so  that  even  the  little  children  in  Holland  are 
fully  aware  of  the  importance  of  a punctual  discharge 
of  the  sluicer’s  duties.  The  boy  was  about  eight  years 
old  when,  one  day,  he  asked  permission  to  take  some 
cakes  to  a poor  blind  man,  who  lived  at  the  other  side 
of  the  dike.  His  father  gave  him  leave,  but  charged 
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him  not  to  stay  too  late.  The  child  promised,  and  set 
off  on  his  little  journey.  The  blind  man  thankfully 
partook  of  his  young  friend’s  cakes,  and  the  boy,  mind- 
ful of  his  father's  orders,  did  not  wait,  as  usual,  to  hear 
one  of  the  old  man’s  stories,  but  as  soon  as  he  had  seen 
him  eat  one  muffin,  took  leave  of  him  to  return  home. 

As  he  went  along  by  the  canals,  then  quite  full,  for 
it  was  in  October,  and  the  autumn  rains  had  swelled 
the  waters, — the  boy  now  stooped  to  pull  the  little  blue 
flowers  which  his  mother  loved  so  well,  now,  in  childish 
gaiety,  hummed  some  merry  song.  The  road  gradually 
became  more  solitary,  and  soon  neither  the  joyous  shout 
'Of  the  villager  returning  to  his  cottage  home,  nor  the 
rough  voice  of  the  carter  grumbling  at  his  lazy  horses, 
was  any  longer  to  be  heard.  The  little  fellow  now 
perceived  that  the  blue  of  the  flowers  in  his  hands  was 
scarcely  distinguishable  from  the  green  of  the  surround- 
ing herbage,  and  he  looked  up  in  some  dismay.  The 
night  was  falling ; not,  however,  a dark  winter  night, 
but  one  of  those  beautiful,  clear,  moonlight  nights,  in 
which  every  object  is  perceptible,  though  not  as  dis- 
tinctly as  by  day.  The  child  thought  of  his  father,  of 
his  injunction,  and  was  preparing  to  quit  the  ravine  in 
which  he  was  almost  buried,  and  to  regain  the  beach, 
when  suddenly  a slight  noise,  like  the  trickling  of  water 
upon  pebbles,  attracted  his  attention.  He  was  near 
one  of  the  large  sluices,  and  he  now  carefully  examines 
it,  and  soon  discovers  a hole  in  the  wood,  through  which 
the  water  was  flowing.  With  the  instant  perception 
which  every  child  in  Holland  would  have,  the  boy  saw 
that  the  water  must  soon  enlarge  the  hole  through 
which  it  was  now  only  dropping,  and  that  utter  and 
general  ruin  would  be  the  consequence  of  the  inunda- 
j tion  of  the  country  that  must  follow.  To  see,  to  throw 
| away  the  flowers,  to  climb  from  stone  to  stone  till  he 
reached  the  hole,  and  to  put  his  finger  into  it,  was  the 
work  of  a moment,  and  to  his  delight  he  finds  that  h@ 
has  succeeded  in  stopping  the  flow  of  the  water. 
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This  was  all  very  well  for  a little  while,  and  the  child 
thought  only  of  the  success  of  his  device.  But  the 
night  was  closing  in,  and  with  the  night  came  the  cold. 
The  little  boy  looked  around  in  vain.  No  one  came, 
lie  shouted — he  called  loudly — no  one  answered.  He 
resolved  to  stay  there  all  night,  but  alas  ! the  cold  was 
becoming  every  moment  more  biting,  and  the  poor  fin- 
ger fixed  in  the  hole  began  to  feel  benumbed,  and  the 
numbness  soon  extended  to  the  hand,  and  thence 
throughout  the  whole  arm.  The  pain  became  still 
greater,  still  harder  to  bear,  but  yet  the  boy  moved 
not.  Tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks  as  he  thought  of 
his  father,  of  his  mother,  of  his  little  bed,  where  he 
might  now  be  sleeping  so  soundly  ; but  still  the  little 
fellow  stirred  not,  for  he  knew  that  did  he  remove  the 
small  slender  finger  which  he  had  opposed  to  the  escape 
of  the  water,  not  only  would  he  himself  be  drowned, 
but  his  father,  his  brothers,  his  neighbors  — nay,  the 
whole  village.  We  know  not  what  faltering  of  purpose, 
what  momentary  failures  of  courage  there  might  have 
been  during  that  long  and  terrible  night ; but  certain 
it  is,  that  at  daybreak  he  was  found  iu  the  same  pain- 
ful position  by  a clergyman  returning  from  attendance 
on  a deathbed,  who,  as  he  advanced,  thought  he  heard 
groans,  and  bending  over  the  dike,  discovered  a child 
seated  on  a stone,  writhing  from  pain,  and  with  pale 
face  and  tearful  eyes. 

“ In  the  name  of  wonder,  boy,”  he  exclaimed,  “ what 
arc  you  doing  there?” 

“ I am  hindering  the  water  from  running  out,”  was 
the  answer,  in  perfect  simplicity,  of  the  child,  who, 
during  frhat  whole  night,  had  been  evincing  such  heroic 
fortitude  and  undaunted  courage. 

The  Muse  of  History  has  handed  down  to  posterity 
many  a warrior,  the  destroyer  of  thousands  of  his 
fellow-men — but  she  has  left  us  in  ignorance  of  the 
name  of  this  real  little  hero  of  Haarlem. 

— Sharpe's  London  Magazine . 
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LUCY  GRAY. 

f Oft  I had  heard  of  Lney  Or:  v ; 

And,  when  I cross’d  the  w .id, 

I chanced  to  see  at  break  of  day 
The  solitary  child. 

No  mate,  no  comrade  Lucy  knew ; 

She  dwelt  on  a wide  moor, — 

The  sweetest  thing  that  ever  grew 
' Beside  a human  door. 

You  yet  may  spy  the  fawn  at  play, 

The  hare  upon  the  green  ; 

But  the  sweet  face  of  Lucy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 

“ To-night  will  be  a stormy  night — 
You  to  the  town  must  go  ; 

And  take  a lantern,  child,  to  light 
Your  mother  through  the  snow.” 

“ That,  father,  will  I gladly  do ; 

’Tis  scarcely  afternoon — 

The  minster  clock  has  just  struck  two. 
And  yonder  is  the  moon.”/ 

At  this  the  father  raised  his  hook 
And  snapp’d  a fagot  band  ; 

He  plied  his  work  ; and  Lucy  took 
The  lantern  in  her  hand. 

Not  blither  is  the  mountain  roe  : 

With  many  a wanton  stroke 
Her  feet  dispersed  the  powd’ry  snow, 
That  rises  up  like  smoke. 

The  storm  came  on  before  its  time  ; 

She  wander’d  up  and  down  ; 

And  many  a hill  did  Lucy  climb. 

But  never  reach’d  the  town. 
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The  wretched  parents,  all  that  night. 

Went  shouting  far  and  wide  ; 

But  there  was  neither  sound  nor  sight 
To  serve  them  for  a guide. 

At  daybreak  on  a hill  they  stood 
That  overlook’d  the  moor  ; 

And  thence  they  saw  the  bridge  of  wood 
A furlong  from  their  door. 

They  wept,  and  turning  homeward,  cried, 

“ In  heaven  we  all  shall  meet ! ” 

When  in  the  snow  the  mother  spied 
The  print  of  Lucy’s  feet. 

Then  downward  from  the  steep  hill’s  edge 
They  track’d  the  footmarks  small ; 

And  through  the  broken  hawthorn  hedge. 
And  by  the  long  stone  wall ; 

And  then  an  open  field  they  cross’d ; 

The  marks  were  still  the  same  ; 

They  track’d  them  on,  nor  ever  lost 
And  to  the  bridge  they  came. 

They  follow’d  from  the  snowy  bank 
The  footmarks,  one  by  one, 

Into  the  middle  of  the  plank ; 

And  further  there  were  none ! 

Yet  some  maintain  that  to  this  day 
She  is  a living  child  ; 

That  you  may  see  sweet  Lucy  Gray 
Upon  the  lonesome  wild. 

O’er  rough  and  smooth  she  trips  along. 

And  never  looks  behind ; 

And  sings  a solitary  song 
That  whistles  in  the  wind. 

— Wordsworth. 
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ADHERENCE  TO  TRUTH. 

Petrarch,  a famous  Italian  poet,  who  lived  about  five 
hundred  years  ago,  recommended  himself  to  the  con- 
i fidence  and  affection  of  Cardinal  Colonna,  in  whose 
family  he  resided,  by  his  candor  and  strict  regard  to 
truth.  A violent  quarrel  occurred  in  the  house  of  this 
nobleman,  which  was  carried  so  far  that  reeourse  was 
I had  to  arms.  The  cardinal  wished  to  know  the  origin 
i of  this  affair ; and,  that  he  might  be  able  to  decide 
with  justice,  he  assembled  all  his  people,  and  obliged 
them  to  bind  themselves  by  a most  solemn  oath  on  the 
'Gospels  to  declare  the  whole  truth.  Every  one,  with- 
! out  exception,  took  the  oath ; even  the  cardinal’s 
brother  was  not  excused.  Petrarch,  in  his  turn,  pre- 
senting himself,  the  cardinal  closed  the  book,  and  said, 
“ As  to  you,  Petrarch,  your  word  is  sufficient.” 

George  Washington,  the  famous  American  general, 
and  first  President  of  the  United  States,  when  a boy, 

| received  a pretty  little  hatchet  as  a present.  Like 
most  boys,  he  was  delighted  to  try  the  power  of  his 
new  present  on  anything  that  came  in  his  way,  and 
among  other  things  totally  ruined  a favorite  cherry 
■ tree  belonging  to  his  father.  Happening  to  pass  the 
tree,  his  father  at  once  remarked  the  mischief  that  had 
been  done,  and  suspecting  the  culprit,  asked  his  son  if 
he  knew  who  had  done  it.  Washington  at  once  re- 
plied, “ You  know,  father,  I can’t  tell  a lie  ; I did  it.” 
! His  father  was  sadly  grieved  at  the  wanton  destruction 
of  his  favorite  tree,  but  was  so  delighted  at  the  honest 
reply  of  his  son,  that  he  forgave  him  the  injury,  while 
he  cautioned  him  to  be  more  careful  in  future.  .Truth- 
fulness is  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  in  a man’s 
| character,  and  one  that  may  be  attained  by  every  one 
who  chooses  to  exert  himself  for  it. 
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THE  DILIGENT  EMPLOYMENT  OF  TIME.  I 

It  is  said  of  Vespasian,  the  Roman  emperor,  that  he  N. 
made  a practice  every  night  of  calling  himself  to  ac-  il 
count  for  the  actions  of  the  past  day.  When  he  found  B 
he  had  lived  any  one  day  without  doing  some  good  I 
action,  he  entered  upon  his  diary  the  notable  confes-  B 
sion,  “ I have  lost  a day.” 

A gentleman  had  a farm  worth  1000  dollars  a year,  B 
which  he  kept  in  his  own  hands ; but,  losing  by  it  L 
every  year,  he  was  at  last  obliged  to  sell  half  of  it,  and  I 
to  let  the  rest  to  a farmer  for  one-and-twenty  years.  I 
Before  this  term  was  exp'red,  the  farmer,  one  day  ■ 
bringing  his  rent,  asked  him  if  he  would  sell  his  land.  I 
“ WThy ,”  said  the  gentleman,  * will  you  buy  it  ?”  “ Yes,  U 
if  it  please  you,”  said  the  farmer.  “ How  ? ” retumedBJ 
he ; “ that 's  strange ! tell  me  how  this  comes  to  pass,  I 
that  I could  not  live  on  twice  as  much  land  as  youH 
have,  though  it  was  my  own,  while  you,  after  paying  I 
the  rent  for  it,  are  able  to  buy  it  ? ” “ Oh,  sir  1 ” said  I 
the  farmer,  “ but  two  words  make  the  difference ; you  I 
said,  Go,  and  I said,  Come.”  “ What ’s  the  meaning  I 
of  that  ? ” said  the  gentleman.  “ Why,”  replied  the  I 
other,  “ you  lay  in  bed  or  took  your  pleasure,  and  sent  I 
others  about  your  business,  and  I rose  betimes  and  I 
saw  my  business  done  myself.” 


THE  FARMER  AND  THE  LAWYER. 

One  d?.y,  a farmer  named  Bernard,  having  finished  his  I 
business  at  the  market-town,  found  some  hours  of  I 
leisure  at  his  disposal,  and  resolved  to  employ  them  iu  I 
consulting  a lawyer.  He  had  often  heard  of  Mr  Long-  I 
head  a3  a man  of  the  highest  reputation ; and  inquiring  I 
his  address,  he  went  to  his  house. 
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Having  found  liis  way  into  his  presence,  after  numer- 
s other  clients  had  departed,  he  was  asked  to  take  a 
at  and  state  his  business. 

1 “ The  fact  is,  Mr  Longhead,”  said  the  farmer,  turn- 

Iy  his  hat  round  and  round  in  his  hand,  “I  have 
ard  so  much  of  your  wisdom  that,  finding  myself  in 
vvn,  and  with  an  hour  or  two  at  my  disposal,  I 
ought  I could  not  spend  them  better  than  by  having 
i opinion  from  you.” 

!“Iam  obliged  by  your  confidence,  my  friend,”  said 
i e lawyer;  “ no  doubt  you  have  some  case  going  on  in 
je  courts  of  law  ?” 

“ Case ! I hold  all  cases  in  horror ; and  never  has 
jrnard  had  a word  of  dispute  with  any  one.” 

“ Then  it  is  a division  of  family  property  ?” 

I “Excuse  me,  sir;  our  family,  living  as  we  do  all 
gether,  have  never  divided  our  inheritance.” 

“ Some  contract  of  sale  or  purchase,  then,  is  what 
m want?” 

| “ Oh,  no — not  at  all ! ” 

“ What,  then,  can  you  want  with  me  ? ” said  the 
Wyer,  much  surprised. 

“ Why,  sir,”  said  Bernard,  with  a broad  grin,  “ I 
tve  told  you;  I want  an  opinion — my  money  is  ready, 
course— for  I wish  to  profit  by  being  in  town,  do 
i iu  see.” 

Mr  Longhead  smiled,  took  a pen,  and  asked  the 
rmer  his  name. 

“ Peter  Bernard,”  he  replied,  glad  at  being  at  last 
I hderstood. 

! ; “ Your  age  ? ” 

j “ Porty  years,  or  thereabouts.” 
j “ Your  profession  ?” 

“ My  profession  ! You  mean  what  I do  ? Oh,  I 
n a farmer.” 

The  lawyer  wrote  two  lines,  folded  the  paper,  and 
jive  it  to  his  strange  client. 

'“Done  already?”  cried  Bernard.  “Well,  to  be 
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sure — before  one  can  say  Jack  Robinson.  What 
pay,  learned  sir?” 

“ Five  dollars.” 

Bernard  paid  gladly,  made  his  bow,  and  went  aft 
much  pleased  at  having  profited  by  the  oppo 
nity. 

When  he  reached  home,  it  was  four  o’clock, 
journey  had  fatigued  him,  and  he  entered  the  h 
resolved  to  rest.  His  hay  had  been  cut  for  some  dft 
and  was  now  dry  , and  a lad  came  to  ask  if  it  sk<  id 
be  carried  in. 

“ To-night ! ” said  the  farmer’s  wife,  who  had 
joined  her  husband  ; “ it  would  be  a sin  to  go  to  v 
again  so  late,  when  the  work  can  be  done  as  well 
morrow.” 

The  lad  said  that  the  weather  might  change, 
that  the  carts  and  everythiifg  were  ready ; but 
farmer’s  wife  would  not  hear  of  it. 

Bernard  listened  to  the  two,  and  was  at  a loss 
to  decide,  when  all  of  a sudden  he  recalled  the  law} 
note.  “ A moment,”  he  cried  ; “ I have  an  opinioi 
had  it  of  a famous  man,  and  it  cost  me  five  dollars, 
will  get  us  out  of  all  our  difficulties.  Wife,  you 
read — here  it  is ; what  does  it  say  ?” 

The  wife  took  the  paper  and  read  these  two  lir 
“ Peter  Bernard,  never  put  off  till  to-morii* 


WHAT  YOU  CAN  DO  TO-DAY. 

“There  you  have  it/’  cried  the  farmer  deligh 
“ Come,  look  sharp  ; out  with  the  carts,  the  lads, 
the  lasses,  and  let  us  bring  in  the  hay.” 

His  wife  would  fain  have  resisted  ; but  he  decl 
that  he  was  not  going  to  pay  five  dollars  for  an  opii 
for  no  good,  and  that  the  advice  of  the  lawyer  musH 
followed  ; and  he  himself  set  the  example  by  g( 
out  to  the  field  at  once. 

What  followed  showed  the  wisdom  of  his  condt 
for  during  the  night  the  weather  changed — an  unfl 
seen  storm  burst  over  the  valley  ; and  on  the  foU<w| 
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ly,  the  river  had  overflowed  its  banks,  and  dragged  all 
ie  outstanding  hay  into  its  current.  The  harvest  of 
ie  neighboring  farmers  was  entirely  destroyed  ; Ber- 
ird  alone  lost  nothing. 

This  first  experience  gave  him  such  faith  in  the 
wyer’s  opinion,  that  he  adopted  it  for  a rule  of 
induct,  and  consequently  became  — thanks  to  his 
ethod  and  industry — one  of  the  wealthiest  farmers  in 
ie  country.  Nor  did  he  forget  that  he  owed  it  to  the 
wyer,  to  whom  he  carried  every  year  a couple  of  fat 
wls. 


BETTER  THAN  GOLD. 

Better  than  grandeur,  better  than  gold. 

Than  rank  or  titles  a hundredfold, 

Is  a healthful  body,  a mind  at  ease, 

And  simple  pleasures  that  always  please. 

A heart  that  can  feel  for  a neighbor’s  woe. 
And  share  in  his  joy  with  a friendly  glow, 

With  sympathies  large  enough  to  infold 
All  men  as  brothers,  is  better  than  gold. 

! Better  than  gold  is  a conscience  clear, 

Though  toiling  for  bread  in  a humble  sphere ; 
Doubly  blest  with  content  and  health, 

Untried  by  the  lust  or  the  cares  of  wealth 
Lowly  living  and  lofty  thought 
Adorn  and  ennoble  the  poor  man’s  cot ; 

Eor  mind  and  morals,  on  Nature’s  plan, 

Are  the  genuine  test  of  a gentleman. 

Better  than  gold  is  the  sweet  repose 
! Of  the  sons  of  toil  when  their  labors  close  ; 
Better  than  gold  is  the  poor  man’s  sleep, 

And  the  balm  that  drops  on  his  slumbers  deep ; 
| Bring  sleeping  draughts  to  the  downy  bed, 

| Where  Luxury  pillows  his  aching  head ; 
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His  simpler  opiate  Labor  deems 
A shorter  road  to  the  land  of  dreams. 

Better  than  gold  is  a thinking  mind, 

That  in  realms  of  thought  and  books  can  find  I 
A treasure  surpassing  Australian  ore, 

And  live  with  the  great  aud  the  good  of  yore.  I 
The  sage’s  lore  and  the  poet’s  lay, 

The  glories  of  empires  pass’d  away, 

The  world’s  great  drama  will  thus  imfold, 

And  yield  a pleasure  better  than  gold. 

Better  than  gold  is  a peaceful  home. 

Where  all  the  fireside  charities  come, — 

The  shrine  of  love  and  the  haven  of  life. 
Hallow’d  by  mother,  or  sister,  or  wife. 

However  humble  that  home  may  be, 

Or  tried  with  sorrows  by  heaven’s  decree. 

The  blessings  that  never  were  bought  or  sold,  I 
And  centre  there,  are  better  than  gold. 

Better  than  gold  in  affliction’s  hour 

Is  the  balm  of  love,  with  its  soothing  power  ; 

Better  than  gold  on  a dying  bed 

Is  the  hand  that  pillows  the  sinking  head. 

When  the  pride-and  glory  of  life  decay, 

And  earth  and  its  vanities  fade  away, 

The  prostrate  suff’rer  needs  not  to  be  told 
That  trust  in  heaven  is  better  than  gold. 

— Alexander  Smart  I 


A FRIEND  IN  NEED. 

Mary  and  her  father  still  continued  their  pain  I 
journey,  and  had  already  walked  more  than  twenty  mi  I 
without  being  able  to  find  a night's  lodging.  The  lii  I 
money  which  they  had  was  nearly  exhausted,  and  tl  I 
knew  not  where  to  obtain  subsistence.  It  cost  then  I 
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great  trial  to  solicit  charity,  hut  they  were  obliged  to 
submit  to  it.  They  presented  themselves  before  a great 
number  of  doors,  but  they  met  with  scarcely  anything 
but  repulses,  accompanied  by  abuse.  Sometimes,  they 
-could  only  get  a little  piece  of  dry  bread,  and  some 
Vater  from  the  nearest  fountain.  Sometimes,  indeed, 
they  received  a little  soup  or  some  greens,  and  here  and 
there  some  remains  of  meat  or  pastry.  After  having 
passed  several  days  in  this  manner,  they  were  very 
glad  to  be  allowed  to  sleep  in  a barn. 

One  day  the  road  appeared  endless,  as  they  travelled 
between  hills  and  mountains  covered  with  trees.  They 
had  walked  a long  time  without  seeing  any  village, 
when  the  old  man  began  to  feel  very  weak.  He  fell, 
pale  and  speechless,  at  the  foot  of  a hill  covered  with 
pines,  on  a heap  of  dried  leaves.  Mary  was  overcome 
with  fear  and  anxiety,  and  overwhelmed  with  grief.  In 
vain  did  she  seek  for  a little  fresh  water  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, she  could  not  find  the  least  drop;  in  vain 
did  she  cry  for  assistance,  the  echo  alone  answered  her. 
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On  whatever  side  she  looked,  no  house  was  to  be  seen,  p 
Almost  worn  out  with  fatigue,  she  ran  to  the  top  of  the  1 
hill,  in  hopes  of  having  a better  view  of  the  surrounding  s 
country  ; and  at  last  she  discovered  behind  the  hill,  o 
and  quite  at  its  foot,  a cottage,  surrounded  by  fields  and  c 
meadows  and  completely  shut  in  by  the  forest.  She  ran  1 
down  and  arrived  quite  out  of  breath.  "With  tears  in  her  d 
eyes  she  asked  assistance  in  a broken  voice.  In  Gods  a 
providence  both  the  peasant  and  his  wife,  who  were 
advanced  in  years,  were  kind-hearted  people.  The  pale- 
ness, and  tears,  and  agony  of  the  poor  girl  touched 
them.  “ Put  a horse  to  the  little  waggon,”  said  the 
farmer’s  wife  to  her  husband,  “ we  will  Tring  this  sick 
old  man  here.”  The  farmer  went  out  to  get  his  horse  h 
and  to  harness  it,  and  hjs  wife  took  two  mattresses,  an  ii 
earthen  pitcher  of  fresh  water,  and  a bottle  of  vinegar,  i 

As  soon  as  Mary  knew  that  the  waggon  would  be 
obliged  to  go  round  the  hill,  and  that  it  was  a good 
half-hour’s  ride,  she  went  before  with  the  water  and 
vinegar  the  same  path  by  which  she  had  come,  and  by 
this  means  arrived  sooner  where  she  had  left  her  father. 
He  had  recovered  a little,  and  was  sitting  at  the  foot 
of  a pine  tree,  and  it  was  with  great  joy  that  he  saw 
the  return  of  his  daughter,  whose  absence  had  caused 
him  some  anxiety.  As  soon  as  the  farmer  and  his  wife 
arrived,  they  placed  him  in  the  waggon,  and  carried  him 
to  the  farm,  where  they  gave  him  a neat  little  room,  a 
closet  and  a kitchen,  which  were  then  unoccupied. 
The  farmer’s  wife  made  him  a nice  bed,  and  a bench 
was  sufficient  for  Mary,  who  would  not  quit  her  father’s 
pillow. 

The  illness  of  James  was  but  a weakness  occasioned 
by  bad  food,  bad  rest,  and  the  fatigue  of  the  journey. 
The  good  farmer’s  wife  spared  nothing  to  relieve  the 
sick  man.  These  kind  people  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
going  every  year  to  a fair  in  the  neighbouring  village, 
but  they  agreed  this  time  to  remain  at  home,  and  to 
employ  the  money  which  they  would  have  spent,  in 
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procuring  medicines  and  delicacies  for  the  invalid. 

I Mary  thanked  them  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  “Oh ! then,” 
; said  she,  “ there  are  kind  people  everywhere,  and  it  is 
i often  in  the  most  unlikely  places  that  we  find  the  most 
compassionate  hearts.”  As  the  old  man  grew  better, 
Mary  was  constantly  seated  beside  his  bed ; but  she 
did  not  sit  there  idle — she  had  her  knitting  and  sewing, 
and  in  these  employments  she  occupied  herself  with 
[great  industry  for  the  farmer’s  household.  The  farmer’s 
wife  was  enchanted  with  her  taste  for  work,  and  her 
'modest  and  reserved  demeanor. 

I By  the  great  care  which  they  had  taken  of  James, 
and  the  excellent  food  which  they  had  given  him, 
he  was  so  far  restored  as  to  be  able  to  sit  up  ; and  as 
idleness  had  always  been  contrary  to  his  habits,  he  began 
again  to  resume  his  basket-making.  Mary,  as  before, 
gathered  for  him  branches  of  willow  and  hazel  twigs,  and 
Ihis  first  production  was  a pretty  little  convenient  basket 
which  he  offered  to  the  farmer’s  wife  as  a token  of  grati- 
jtude.  He  had  exactly  guessed  her  taste.  The  basket  was 
elegant,  but  strong  and  solid;  branches  of  willow,  stained 
with  deep  red  and  interwoven  in  the  cover,  formed 
the  initials  of  the  farmer’s  wife,  and  the  date.  The 
Iborder  was  formed  of  green,  brown,  and  yellow  branches, 
representing  a thatched  cottage,  on  each  side  of  which 
iwas  a pine  tree.  This  pretty  basket  was  the  admira- 
tion of  the  whole  house.  The  farmer’s  wife  received 
ithe  present  with  great  joy,  and  the  allusion  made  to  her 
farm,  which  was  called  “Pine  Cottage,”  gave  her 
peculiar  pleasure. 

j When  James  felt  himself  quite  recovered,  he  said  to 
his  hosts,  “We  have  been  long  enough  a burden  to 
you — it  is  time  I should  go  and  seek  my  fortune  else- 
where.” “What  is  the  matter  with  you,  my  good 
jJames?”  said  the  farmer,  taking  him  by  the  hand. 
“ I hope  we  have  not  offended  you.  Why,  then, 
would  you  wish  to  leave  us?  The  year  is  already 
very  far  advanced.  Do  you  not  see  the  leaves  on  the 
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trees,  how  yellow  they  are  turning?  Winter  is  i 
our  doors.  Do  you  wish  to  be  sick  again  ?”  Jarrn 
assured  them  he  had  no  other  motive  for  leaving  thei 
than  the  fear  of  being  troublesome. 

“Troublesome,  indeed >”  said  the  farmer;  “don 
distress  yourself  about  that — in  the  little  room  wliei 
you  are  you  cannot  incommode  us  in  any  way,  an 
you  gain  enough  to  supply  your  wants.”  “Yes,  yes 
added  the  farmer  s wife,  “Mary  alone  earns  enough  wit 
her  needle  and  her  knitting;  and  you,  if  you  wish  t 
continue  to  exercise  the  trade  of  basket-maker,  be  eas 
Not  long  since,  when  I went  to  the  mill,  I took  wii 
me  your  pretty  basket.  All  the  countrywomen  tin 
were  there  wished  to  have  one  like  it.  I will  nndei 
take  to  procure  customers.  You  will  not  soon  be  i 
want  of  work.”  So  James  and  Mary  consented  to  r( 
main,  and  their  hosts  expressed  a sincere  pleasure  t 
this  decision.  — Schmidt’s  Basket  of  Flowei's. 


THE  DISCONTENTED  PENDULUM. 

An  old  Clock,  that  had  stood  for  fifty  years  in 
farmer’s  kitchen  without  giving  its  owner  any  caus 
of  complaint,  early  one  summer’s  morning,  before  th 
family  was  stirring,  suddenly  stopped.  Upon  this  th 
Dial-plate  (if  we  may  credit  the  fable)  changed  conn 
tenance  with  alarm ; the  Hands  made  an  iueffect.m 
effort  to  continue  their  course,  the  Wheels  remaine 
motionless  with  surprise,  the  Weights  hung  speechless 
each  member  felt  disposed  to  lay  the  blame  on  th 
others.  At  length  the  Dial  instituted  a formal  inquir 
into  the  cause  of  the  stoppage ; when  Hands,  Wheel 
Weights,  with  one  voice,  protested  their  innocence 
But  now  a faint  tick  was  heard  below  the  Pendulun 
who  thus  spoke  : — 

“ X confess  myself  to  be  the  sole  cause  of  the  presen 
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stoppage,  and  -am  willing,  for  the  general  satisfaction, 
to  assign  my  reasons.  The  truth  is,  that  I am  tired  of 
ticking.” 

Upon  hearing  this,  the  old  Clock  became  so  enraged 
that  it  was  on  the  point  of  striking 

“ Lazy  wire  !”  exclaimed  the  Dial -plate. 

“ As  to  that,”  replied  the  Pendulum,  “it  is  vastly 
easy  for  you,  Mistress  Dial,  who  have  always,  as  every- 
body knows,  set  yourself  up  above  me — it  is  vastly 
easy  for  you,  I say,  to  accuse  other  people  of  laziness  ! 
— you  have  had  nothing  to  do  all  your  life  but  to  stare 
people  in  the  face,  and  to  amuse  yourself  with  watching 
all  that  goes  on  in  the  kitchen  ! Think,  I beseech  you, 
how  you  would  like  to  be  shut  up  for  life  in  this  dark 
closet,  and  wag  backwards  and  forwards,  year  after 
year,  as  I do  ! ” 

“ As  to  that,”  said  the  Dial,  “is  there  not  a window 
in  your  house  on  purpose  for  you  to  look  through  ?” 
“But  what,”  resumed  the  Pendulum,  “although 
there  is  a window,  I dare  not  stop,  even  for  an  instant, 
to  look  out.  Besides,  I am  really  weary  of  my  way  of 
life ; and,  if  you  please,  I ’ll  tell  you  how  I took  this 
disgust  at  my  employment.  This  morning  I happened 
to  be  calculating  how  many  times  I should  have  to  tick 
in  the  course  only  of  the  next  twenty-four  hours — per- 
haps some  of  you  above  there  can  give  me  the  exact 
sum  ?” 

The  Minute  Hand,  being  quick  at  figures,  instantly 
replied,  “ Eighty-six  thousand  four  hundred  times  !” 

“ Exactly  so,”  replied  the  Pendulum.  “ Well,  I ap- 
peal to  you  all,  if  the  thought  of  this  was  not  enough 
to  fatigue  one.  And  when  I began  to  multiply  the 
strokes  of  one  day  by  those  of  months  and  years,  really 
it  is  no  wonder  if  I felt  discouraged  at  the  prospect. 
So,  after  a great  deal  of  reasoning  and  hesitation, 
thought  I to  myself,  I’ll  stop  !” 

The  Dial  could  scarcely  keep  its  countenance  during 
this  harangue;  but,  resuming  its  gravity,  at  last  replied. 
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“ Dear  Master  Pendulum,  I am  really  astonished  that 
such  a useful,  industiious  person  as  yourself  should 
have  been  overcome  by  this  suggestion.  It  is  true 
you  have  done  a great  deal  of  work  in  your  time ; so 
have  we  all,  and  are  likely  to  do  ; and  though  this  may 
fatigue  us  to  think  of,  the  question  is,  will  it  fatigue  us 
to  do  ? Would  you  now  do  me  the  favor  to  give  about 
half-a-dozen  strokes  to  illustrate  my  argument?” 

The  Pendulum  complied,  and  ticked  six  times  at  its 
usual  pace. 

“ Now,”  resumed  the  Dial,  “ was  that  exertion  at  all 
fatiguing  to  you?” 

“ Not  in  the  least !”  replied  the  Pendulum  ; “ it  is 
not  of  six  strokes  that  I complain,  nor  of  sixty,  but  of 
millions.” 

“ Very  good,”  replied  the  Dial ; “ but  recollect,  that 
though  you  may  think  of  a million  strokes  in  an  in- 
stant, you  are  required  to  execute  but  one ; and  that 
however  often  you  may  hereafter  have  to  swing,  a mo- 
ment will  always  be  given  you  to  swing  in.” 

“ That  consideration  staggers  me,  I confess,”  said 
the  Pendulum. 

“ Then,  I hope,”  added  the  Dial-plate,  “we  shall  all 
immediately  return  to  our  duty ; for  the  maids  will  lie 
in  bed  till  noon  if  we  stand  idling  thus.” 

Upon  this  the  Weights,  who  had  never  been  accused 
of  light  conduct,  used  all  their  influence  in  urging  him 
to  proceed ; when,  as  with  one  consent,  the  Wheels 
began  to  turn,  the  Hands  began  to  move,  the  Pendulum 
to  wag,  and,  to  its  credit,  it  ticked  as  loud  as  ever; 
while  a beam  of  the  rising  sun,  that  streamed  through 
a hole  in  the  kitchen  shutter,  shining  full  upon  the 
Dial-plate,  made  it  brighten  up  as  if  nothing  had  been 
the  matter. 

When  the  farmer  came  down  to  breakfast,  he  de- 
clared, upon  looking  at  the  clock,  that  his  watch  had 
gained  half  an  hour  in  the  night. 


— Jane  Taylor. 
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CONTENTED  JOHN. 

One  honest  John  Tomkins,  a heclger  and  ditcher, 
Although  he  was  poor,  did  not  want  to  be  richer  ; 

For  all  such  vain  wishes  in  him  were  prevented, 

By  a fortunate  habit  of  being  contented. 

Though  cold  was  the  weather,  or  dear  was  the  food, 
John  never  was  found  in  a murmuring  mood  ; 

For  this  he  was  constantly  heard  to  declare, — 

What  he  could  not  prevent,  he  would  cheerfully  bear. 

“ For  why  should  I grumble  and  murmur  ? ” he  said ; 
“ If  I cannot  get  meat,  I can  surely  get  bread ; 

And  though  fretting  may  make  my  calamities  deeper. 
It  never  can  cause  bread  and  cheese  to  be  cheaper.” 

If  John  was  afflicted  with  sickness  or  pain, 

He  wish’d  himself  better,  but  did  not  complain. 

Nor  lie  down  and  fret  in  despondence  and  sorrow, 

But  said,  that  he  hoped  to  be  better  to-morrow. 

If  any  one  wrong’d  him,  or  treated  him  ill, 

W7hy,  John  was  good-natured  and  sociable  still ; 

For  he  said,  that  revenging  the  injury  done 
Wrould  be  making  two  rogues  when  thereneed  be  but  one. 

And  thus  honest  John,  though  his  station  was  humble, 
Pass’d  through  this  sad  world  without  even  a grumble ; 
And  I wish  that  some  folks,  who  are  greater  and  richer. 
Would  copy  John  Tomkins,  the  hedger  and  ditcher. 

— Jane  Taylor. 
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THE  COW’S  BELL. 

Francis,  a farmer’s  son,  took  care  of  his  father's  cows 
in  the  forest.  Each  of  them  had  a bell  tied  round  her 
neck  ; but  the  most  beautiful  cow  had  the  most  beauti- 
ful bell.  One  day  a man  passing  through  the  forest 
said  to  Francis,  “ What  a beautiful  bell  that  cow  has  ! 
how  much  did  it  cost?”  “Two  dollars,”  answered 
Francis.  “ Not  more  than  that !”  cried  the  stranger; 
“ I would  gladly  give  four  for  it.”  The  young  shep- 
herd, when  he  heard  that,  took  off  the  bell,  and  gave  it 
to  the  man,  at  the  same  time  gladly  putting  the  four 
dollars  in  his  pocket. 

But  as  the  cow  no  longer  had  her  bell,  Francis  could 
not  hear  in  what  part  of  the  forest  she  was  feeding. 
Soon  she  wandered  far  from  the  herd.  The  stranger, 
who  was  a thief,  was  watching  for  her,  and  hid  behind 
some  brushwood.  When  he  saw  her  alone,  he  quietly 
drove  her  away. 

Poor  Francis  went  home,  his  eyes  swollen  with  cry- 
ing for  the  loss  of  the  cow.  “ Ah !”  said  he,  “ how 
could  I think  the  rogue  paid  me  so  much  for  the  bell 
only  to  carry  away  the  cow?”  But  his  mother  said, 
“ Did  you  never  think,  my  dear  Francis,  why  the  cows 
wore  bells  ?”  “ No,  indeed,”  said  Francis.  “ I said 

to  myself,  here  is  two  dollars  to  b^  gained  ; the  bell  is 
useless ; the  cow  gives  no  more  milk  because  of  it. 
When  the  cow  was  lost,  I at  once  saw  the  use  of  the 
bell.” 

“ Take  care  in  future,  my  boy,”  said  his  father, 
“ never  to  throw  away  an  old  custom  as  useless,  till 
you  have  found  out  why  it  first  came  into  use.  You 
are  not  the  first  who  has  suffered  from  the  folly  of 
slighting  ancient  foot-marks,  nor  the  first  who  has 
been  sorry  for  it,  when  too  late.” 

—Laurie’s  Series, 


! 
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I '■  « 

THE  MISER  PUNISHED. 

Francis  [At  Mr  Gripes  door]  Is  the  master  at 
home  ? 

Gripe.  What  do  you  want  with  the  master? 

Francis . Mr  Gripe  has  advertised  that  he  has  lost  a 
bag  containing  a large  sum  of  money. 

Gripe.  I am  Gripe.  Come  in  quickly,  my  worthy 
Ifellow  ! my  good  fellow ! my  brave  fellow  ! Have  you 
ifound  my  lost  treasure  ? 

I Francis.  I don’t  know  if  this  is  your  treasure ; but 
as  £5  was  offered  to  whoever  found  a bag  containing 
£100,  I should  very  much  like  to  receive  the  £5. 

Gripe.  Nothing  can  be  fairer.  A promise  is  a pro- 
mise. Let  me  see  the  bag. 

Francis.  Here  it  is  ; and  if  it  belongs  to  you,  I ’ll 
give  it  you  for  the  £5. 

Gripe.  It  is  my  lost  treasure.  I will  give  you  10s. 
reward ! 

Francis.  But  you  promised  £5  to  whoever  would 
'bring  you  a bag  containing  £100. 

Gripe.  My  bag  contained  £ 1 05.  You  have,  I sus- 
pect, kept  the  £5  in  your  own  hands. 

Francis.  I would  not  do  such  a base  thing.  If  I 
piad  meant  to  do  that,  I might  as  well  have  kept  the 
j,whole  bag.  The  Justice  will  decide  between  us. 

Justice.  Mr  Gripe,  you  advertised  that  you  had  lost 
a bag  of  money  containing  £100.  Now,  here  is  Francis, 
an  honest  man,  well  known  to  us  all,  who  offers  you  a 
bag  which  you  say  is  yours,  and  claims  the  promised 
Reward.  What  have  you  to  say  ? 

! | Gripe.  Mr  Justice,  allow  me  to  point  out  to  you  that 
^ke  bug  I lost  contained  £105. 

jl  Justice.  I understand  you  promised  £5  to  whoever 
brought  you  a lost  bag  containing  £100.  And  now 
j you  offer  only  10s.,  because  you  pretend  that  your  bag 
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contained  £1 05.  However,  I shall  count  the  money 
[He  counts  the  money.]  This  money  is  not  yours,  fo 
there  are  only  £100  here.  It  is  a clear  case.  Francis 
you  will  keep  this  money  till  the  proper  owner  re 
claims  it. 

Gripe.  But,  Mr  Justice 

Justice.  Silence,  Mr  Gripe ! The  matter  is  settled. 


ANTONY  CANOYA,  THE  SCULPTOR. 

It  was  in  the  little  village  of  Possagno,  in  the  Vene 
tian  territory,  that  Canova  first  saw  the  light  of  day 
Falieri,  the  senator,  was  lord  of  this  village.  One  da; 
he  gave  a great  dinner,  and  there  was  served  up  to  hi 
guests  the  image  of  a lion  beautifully  formed  in  buttei 
This  unexpected  dish  gave  as  much  surprise  to  th 
senator  as  to  his  numerous  guests.  He  ordered  hi 
cook  to  come  up  stairs,  that  he  might  congratulat 
him  in  presence  of  the  party,  so  much  pleased  was  h 
with  the  marvellous  work  of  art.  The  cook  was  intro 
duced  into  the  ban que ting-hall,  and  was  so  overwhelms 
with  praises  that  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes. 

“ You  weep  for  joy  ?”  said  his  master  to  him. 

“ No,  my  lord,”  he  replied  ; “ it  is  through  despai 
at  not  having  executed  the  work  of  art  which  is  th 
object  of  so  much  admiration.” 

“ I should  like  to  make  the  artist’s  acquaintance,’ 
said  the  senator. 

The  cook  withdrew,  assuring  his  master  that  hi 
wish  would  be  gratified ; and  in  a few  minutes  re 
turned,  leading  in  the  artist.  He  was  a little  peasan 
boy,  about  ten  years  old,  meanly  clad,  for  his  parent 
were  poor.  Poor  as  they  were,  however,  these  worth} 
people  had  exposed  themselves  to  great  straits  rath© 
than  deny  to  their  son  lessons  in  the  art  of  sculpture 
which  a professor  had  undertaken  to  give  for  a ver} 
moderate  fee. 
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| Antony  Canova  had  early  exhibited  a strong;  faculty 
for  statuary.  He  modelled  clay  when  he  could  get  it, 
and,  with  the  help  of  his  knife,  carved  little  figures 
lout  of  all  the  chips  of  wood  he  could  lay  his  hands  on. 
His  parents  were  acquainted  with  the  cook  of  Senator 
'Falieri.  On  the  morning  of  the  great  dinner,  he  came 
to  impart  the  difficulty  he  had  in  giving  a graceful 
finish  to  the  table.  He  had  exhausted  all  the  re- 
; sources  of  his  skill;  but  he  still  wanted  one  of  those 
'effective  dishes,  capable  of  producing  a great  sensation, 
i which  rear  on  a solid  basis  the  reputation  of  the  cook 
jof  a great  house.  The  little  Canova  thought  for  a 
[minute,  and  then  said : “ Do  not  trouble  yourself ; I 
| shall  soon  come  to  you.  Leave  it  to  me,  and  I shall 
; answer  for  it  that  your  table  will  be  complete.”  The 
boy  went  as  he  had  promised  to  the  senator’s  house, 
showed  the  cook  the  design  of  the  figure  which  he 
meant  to  execute,  answered  for  the  success  of  the 
'attempt,  and  cut  the  block  of  butter  with  that  purity  of 
i style  and  perfect  taste  which  he  afterwards  displayed 
jin  cutting  blocks  of  marble.  Surprised  as  the  guests 
ihad  been  by  the  work,  they  were  much  more  so  when 
they  beheld  the  workman.  He  was  loaded  with  at- 
tentions, and  from  this  time  forth  Falieri  was  the 
Ipatron  of  the  young  Canova. 

The  happy  issue  of  the  first  attempt  of  the  little 
peasant  boy  suddenly  made  his  name  famous,  and 
i opened  up  for  him  the  road  to  permanent  success. 

| Falieri  placed  him  as  a pupil  in  the  study  of  old 
Torretti,  the  best  sculptor  of  the  time.  Two  years 
after — that  is  to  say,  when  Canova  was  only  twelve 
years  of  age — he  sent  to  his  patron  a gift  of  two 
i marble  fruit-baskets  of  his  own  workmanship,  which 
(still  adorn  the  Falieri  palace  at  Venice, 
j You  will  learn  elsewhere  the  claims  of  this  great 
artist  to  the  admiration  of  posterity.  All  the  acade- 
mies of  Europe  solicited  the  honor  of  enrolling  him 
among  their  members.  All  the  kings  vied  with  each 
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other  in  enriching  their  national  museums  with  the 
beautiful  products  of  his  genius.  He  was  elected 
Prince-perpetunl  of  the  Academy  of  St  Luke  at  Rome 
— a title  conferred  on  no  other  artist  since  his  death. 
The  funeral  ceremony  with  which  his  remains  were 
honored  was  the  grandest  which  had  ever  occurred 
in  connection  with  the  fine  arts  since  the  death  oi 
Raphael 


“LOOK  ALOFT!” 

[An  anecdote  is  told  by  Dr  Godman  of  a ship  boy  •who  ww 
about  to  fall  from  the  rigging,  when  he  was  saved  bj 
the  mate’s  calling  out,  “Look  aloft,  you  lubber  ! ”] 

The  ship  boy  was  clambering  up  the  high  mast, 

When  a glance  on  the  deck  far  below  him  he  cast ; 
His  head  swam  with  fear,  and  thick  came  his  breath, 

“ Look  aloft  1 ” cried  a sailor,  and  saved  him  fron 
death. 

So  do  you,  boy — since  up  life’s  rough  hill  you  must  go. 
And  see  the  steep  precipice  far  down  below, 

Pause  not  to  gaze  over  it,  raise  up  your  head, 

Look  aloft,  look  aloft  1 ” and  in  safety  you  ’ll  tread. 

• j 

When  you  find  in  yourself  some  low  petty  desire, 

Peel  cowardly,  weak,  lacking  strength  to  aspire; 

Take  a noble  example,  dou’t  stand  still  and  fret, 

“ Look  aloft,  boy,  aloft ! ” you  may  grow  to  it  yet. 

When,  spite  of  all  efforts,  misfortune  shall  come, 

Or  sorrow  shall  darken  your  life  or  your  home ; 

Raise  your  head  and  your  heart  with  hope  and  witl 
prayer, 

u Look  aloft,  look  aloft,  boy  I ” no  sorrow  is  there. 
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The  order  was  given  to  reduce  sail,  and  the  men  lay 
out  on  the  topsail  yards.  I noticed  that  my  friend. 
Fred  Borders  was  the  first  man  to  spring  up  the 
shroud's  and  lay  out  on  the  maintop-sail  yard.  It  was  so 
dark  that  I could  scarcely  see  the  masts.  While  I was 
gazing  up,  I thought  I observed  a dark  object  drop 
tfrom  the  yard  ; at  the  same  moment  there  was  a loud 
'shriek,  followed  by  a plunge  in  the  sea.  This  was 
Isucceeded  by  the  sudden  cry,  “ Man  overboard  1 ” and 
instantly  the  whole  ship  was  in  an  uproar. 

I No  one  who  has  not  heard  that  cry  can  understand 
(the  dreadful  feelings  that  are  raised  in  the  human 
breztst  by  it.  My  heart  at  first  seemed  to  leap  into 
;my  mouth,  and  almost  choke  me.  Then  a terrible 
i jfear,  which  I cannot  describe,  shot  through  me,  when 
I I thought  it  might  be  my  comrade  Fred  Borders. 
But  these  thoughts  and  feelings  passed  like  lightning 
— in  a far  shorter  time  than  it  takes  to  write  them 
down.  The  shriek  was  still  ringing  in  my  ears,  when 
fhe  captain  roared — 
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“ Down  your  helm ! stand  by  to  lower  away  th 
boats.” 

At  the  same  moment  he  seized  a light  hen-coop  an 
tossed  it  overboard,  and  the  mate  did  the  same  wit 
an  oar  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  Almost  withoi 
knowing  what  I did,  or  why  I did  it,  I seized  a gre< 
mass  of  oakum  and  rubbish  that  lay  on  the  deck  sati 
rated  with  oil ; I thrust  it  into  the  embers  of  the  fire  i 
the  try-works,*  and  hurled  it  blazing  into  the  sea. 

The  ship’s  head  was  thrown  into  the  wind,  and  v 
were  brought  to  as  quickly  as  possible.  A gleam  < 
hope  arose  within  me  on  observing  that  the  mass  I he 
thrown  overboard  continued  still  to  burn  ; but  when 
saw  how  quickly  it  went  astern,  notwithstanding  01 
vigorous  efforts  to  stop  the  ship,  my  heart  began  i 
sink,  and  when,  a few  moments  after,  the  light  su< 
denly  disappeared,  despair  seized  upon  me,  and  I ga1 
my  friend  up  for  lost. 

At  that  moment,  strange  to  say,  thoughts  of  n 
mother  came  into  my  mind.  I remembered  her  wore 
“ Call  upon  the  Lord,  my  dear  boy,  when  you  are 
trouble.”  Although  I had  given  but  little  ‘heed 
prayer,  or  to  my  Maker,  up  to  that  time,  I did  pra 
then  and  there,  most  earnestly  that  my  messmate  mig 
be  saved.  I cannot  say  that  I had  much  hope  that  n 
prayer  would  be  answered — indeed  I think  I had  no: 
— still  the  mere  act  of  crying  in  my  distress  to  t! 
Almighty  afforded  me  a little  relief,  and  it  was  with 
good  deal  of  energy  that  I threw  myself  into  the  fii 
boat  that  was  lowered,  and  pulled  at  the  oar  as  if  r 
own  life  depended  on  it. 

A lantern  had  been  fastened  to  the  end  of  an  oar  a: 
set  up  in  the  boat,  and  by  its  faint  light  I could  j 
that  the  men  looked  very  grave.  Tom  Lokins  w 
Bteering,  and  I sat  near  him.  pulling  the  aft  oar. 

“ Do  you  think  we  Ve  any  chance,  Tom  ? ” said  I 

* Try-works,  or  boilers  for  melting  the  blubber  into  oil,  on  bo, 
a whale  ship. 
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I A shake  of  the  head  was  the  only  reply. 

“ It  must  have  been  here  away,”  said  the  mate,  who 
gtood  up  in  the  bow  with  a coil  of  rope  at  his  feet, 
and  a boat-hook  in  his  hand.  “ Hold  on,  lads,  did  any 
one  hear  a cry?  ” 

No  one  answered.  We  all  ceased  pulling,  and  lis- 
tened intently;  but  the  noise  of  the  waves  and  the 
whistling  of  the  winds  were  all  the  sounds  we  heard, 
i “ What ’s  that  floating  on  the  water  ? ” said  one  of 
the  men  suddenly. 

! “ Where  away  ? ” cried  every  one  eagerly. 

I “ Eight  off  the  lee-bow — there,  don't  you  see  it  ? ” 
At  that  moment  a faint  cry  came  floating  over  the 
black  water,  and  died  away  in  the  breeze, 
i The  single  word  “ Hurrah  ! ” burst  from  our  throats 
with  all  the  power  of  our  lungs,  and  we  bent  to  our 
!oars  till  we  well-nigh  tore  the  rollocks  out  of  the  boat. 

“ Hold  hard ! stern  all  1 ” roared  the  mate,  as  we 
went  flying  down  to  leeward,  and  almost  ran  over  the 
ben-coop,  to  which  a human  form  was  seen  to  be 
flinging  with  the  tenacity  of  a drowning  man.  We 
uad  swept  down  so  quickly,  that  we  shot  past  it.  In 
2 an  agony  of  fear  lest  my  friend  should  be  again  lost 
o in  the  darkness,  I leaped  up  and  sprang  into  the  sea. 

! rom  Lokins,  however,  had  noticed  what  I was  about ; 
he  seized  me  by  the  collar  of  my  jacket  just  as  I 
reached  the  water,  and  held  me  with  a grip  like  a vice 
Jill  one  of  the  men  came  to  his  assistance,  and  dragged 
d ne  back  into  the  boat.  In  a few  minutes  more  we 
I reached  the  hen-coop,  and  Fred  was  saved. 

I He  was  half  dead  with  cold  and  exhaustion,  poor 
j ellow,  but  in  a few  minutes  he  began  to  recover,  and 
< before  we  reached  the  ship  he  could  speak.  His  first 
„ jvords  were  to  thank  God  for  his  deliverance.  Then 
lie  said — 

I “ And,  thanks  to  the  man  that  flung  that  light  over- 
board. I should  have  gone  down  but  for  that.  It 
showed  me  where  the  hen-coop  was.” , 
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I cannot  describe  the  feeling  of  joy  that  filled  n 
heart  when  he  said  this. 

“ Ay,  who  was  it  that  threw  that  fire  overboard  ? 
inquired  one  of  the  men. 

“ Don't  know,’’  replied  another,  “ I think  it  was  tl 
cap’n.” 

“You’ll  find  that  out  when  wo  get  aboard,”  crh 
the  mate  ; “ pull  away,  lads.” 

In  five  minutes  Fred  Borders  was  passed  up  tl 
side  and  taken  down  below.  In  two  minutes  more  v 
had  him  stripped  naked,  rubbed  dry,  wrapped  in  h 
blankets,  and  set  down  on  one  of  the  lockers,  with 
hot  brick  at  his  feet,  and  a stiff  can  of  hot  rum  ar 
water  in  his  hand.  — R.  M.  Ballantyne. 


THE  WRECK  OF  THE  HESPERUS. 

It  was  the  schooner  Hesperus, 

That  sail’d  the  wintry  sea  ; 

And  the  skipper  had  taken  his  little  daughter, 
To  bear  him  company. 

Blue  were  her  eyes  as  the  fairy  flax, 

Her  cheeks  like  the  dawn  of  day ; 

And  her  bosom  white  as  the  hawthorn  buds, 
That  ope  in  the  month  of  May. 

The  skipper  he  stood  beside  the  helm, 

His  pipe  was  in  his  mouth  ; 

And  he  watch’d  how  the  veering  flaw  did  blow, 
The  smoke  now  west,  now  south. 

Then  up  and  spake  an  old  sailor. 

Had  sail’d  the  Spanish  main, 

“ I pray  thee  put  into  yonder  port, 

For  I fear  a hurricane. 
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**  Last  night  the  moon  had  a golden  ring. 

And  to-night  no  moon  we  see  !” 

The  skipper  he  blew  a whiff  from  his  pipe, 

And  a scornful  laugh  laugh’d  he. 

Colder  and  louder  blew  the  wind, 

A gale  from  the  north-east ; 

The  snow  fell  hissing  in  the  brine, 

And  the  billows  frothed  like  yeast. 

Down  came  the  storm,  and  smote  amain 
The  vessel  in  its  strength  ; 

She  shudder’d  and  paused,  like  a frighted  steed, 
Then  leap’d  her  cable’s  length. 

“ Come  hither  ! come  hither  ! my  little  daughter. 
And  do  not  tremble  so. 

For  I can  weather  the  roughest  gale, 

That  ever  wind  did  blow.” 

He  wrapp’d  her  warm  in  his  seaman’s  coat 
Against  the  stinging  blast ; 

He  cut  a rope  from  a broken  spar, 

And  bound  her  to  the  mast. 

“ 0 father  ! I hear  the  church  bells  ring, 

0 say,  what  may  it  be  ?” 

“ ’Tis  a fog-bell  on  a rock-bound  coast !” — - 
And  he  steer’d  for  the  open  sea. 

“ 0 father  ! I hear  the  sound  of  guns, 

0 say,  what  may  it  be  ? ” 

“ Some  ship  in  distress,  that  cannot  live 
In  such  an  angry  sea ! ” 

* 0 father  ! I see  a gleaming  light, 

0 say,  what  may  it  be  ? ” 

But  the  father  answer’d  never  a word, — 

A frozen  corpse  was  he. 


40 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


Lash’d  to  the  helm,  all  stiff  and  stark. 

With  his  face  turn’d  to  the  skies, 

The  lantern  gleam’d  through  the  gleaming  snow 
On  his  fix’d  and  glassy  eyes. 

Then  the  maiden  clasp’d  her  hands,  and  pray’d 
That  savhd  she  might  be  ; 

And  she  thought  of  Him  who  still’d  the  wave 
On  the  Lake  of  Galilee. 

And  fast  through  the  midnight  dark  and  drear, 
Through  the  whistling  sleet  and  snow, 

Like  a sheeted  ghost,  the  vessel  swept 
Towards  the  reef  of  Norman’s  Woe. 

And  ever  the  fitful  gusts  between 
A sound  came  from  the  land  ; 

It  was  the  sound  of  the  trampling  surf 
On  the  rocks  and  the  hard  sea-sand. 

To  the  rocks  and  breakers  right  ahead 
She  drifted  a dreary  wreck, 

And  a whooping  billow  swept  the  crew 
Like  icicles  from  her  deck. 

She  struck  where  the  white  and  fleecy  waves 
Look’d  soft  as  carded  wool. 

But  the  cruel  rocks  they  gored  her  side 
Like  the  horns  of  an  angry  bull. 

Her  rattling  shrouds,  all  sheathed  in  ice. 

With  the  masts  went  by  the  board  ; 

Like  a vessel  of  glass  she  strove  and  sank— 

Ho  ! ho  ! the  breakers  roar’d  ! 

At  daybreak  on  the  black  sea-beach, 

A fisherman  stood  aghast, 

To  see  the  form  of  a maiden  fair 
Lash’d  close  to  a drifting  mast 
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The  salt  sea  was  frozen  on  her  breast. 

The  salt  tears  in  her  eyes ; 

And  he  saw  her  hair,  like  the  brown  sea-weed. 

On  the  billows  fall  and  rise. 

Such  was  the  wreck  of  the  Hesperus, 

In  the  midnight  and  the  snow  ; 

Oh  ! save  us  all  from  a death  like  this, 

On  the  reef  of  Norman’s  Woe. 

—Longfellow. 


THE  VISION  OF  MIKZA. 

When  I was  at  Grand  Cairo  I picked  up  several 
j Oriental  manuscripts,  which  I have  still  by  me. 
i Among  others,  I met  with  one  entitled  the  “ Visions 
of  Mirza,”  which  I have  read  over  with  great  pleasure. 
I intend  to  give  it  to  the  public,  when  I have  no  other 
entertainment  for  them ; and  shall  begin  with  the  first 
i division,  which  I have  translated  word  for  word  as 
^follows 

; “ On  the  fifth  day  of  the  moon,  which,  according  to 

the  custom  of  my  forefathers,  I always  keep  holy,  after 
having  washed  myself,  and  offered  up  my  morning  de- 
votions, I ascended  the  high  hill  of  Bagdat,  in  order  to 
pass  the  rest  of  the  day  in  meditation  and  prayer.  As 
jl  was  here  airing  myself  on  the  tops  of  the  mountains, 
jl  fell  into  a profound  contemplation  on  the  vanity  of 
human  life ; and  passing  from  one  thought  to  another, 
isurely,  said  I,  man  is  but  a shadow,  and  life  a dream. 
Whilst  I was  thus  musing,  I cast  my  eyes  towards  the 
(summit  of  a rock  that  was  not  far  from  me,  where 
I discovered  one  in  the  habit  of  a shepherd,  with  a 
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musical  instrument  in  his  hand.  As  I looked  upo 
him,  he  applied  it  to  his  lips,  and  began  to  play.  Th  I 
sound  of  it  was  exceeding  sweet,  and  wrought  into 
variety  of  tunes  that  were  inexpressibly  melodious,  an 
altogether  different  from  any  thing  I had  ever  heard  I 
they  put  me  in  mind  of  those  heavenly  airs  that  ar 
played  to  the  departed  souls  of  good  men,  upon  thei 
first  arrival  in  Paradise,  to  wear  out  the  impressions  c I 
the  last  agonies,  and  qualify  them  for  the  pleasures  o 
that  happy  place.  My  heart  melted  away  in  secre 
raptures. 

“ I had  been  often  told,  that  the  rock  before  ra 
was  the  haunt  of  a genius,  and  that  several  had  beei 
entertained  with  music  who  had  passed  by  it ; bu 
never  heard  that  the  musician  had  before  made  him 
self  visible.  When  he  had  raised  my  thoughts  b 
those  transporting  airs  which  he  played,  to  taste  th 
pleasures  of  his  conversation,  as  I looked  upon  hin 
like  one  astonished,  he  beckoned  to  me,  and  by  th 
waving  of  his  hand  directed  me  to  approach  the  plac 
where  he  sat.  I drew  near  with  that  reverence  whicl 
is  due  to  a superior  nature  ; and,  as  my  heart  wa: 
entirely  subdued  by  the  captivating  strains  I had  heard 
I fell  down  at  his  feet  and  wept.  The  genius  smilec 
upon  me  with  a look  of  compassion  and  affability,  thai 
familiarized  him  to  my  imagination,  and  at  once  dis 
pelled  all  the  fears  and  apprehensions  with  which  ] 
approached  him.  He  lifted  me  up  from  the  ground 
and  taking  me  by  the  hand,  * Mirza/  said  he,  ‘ I have 
heard  thee  in  thy  soliloquies  ; follow  me.’ 

“ He  then  led  me  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  the  rock 
and  placing  me  on  the  top  of  it,  ‘Cast  thy  eyes  eastward, 
said  he,  ‘ and  tell  me  what  thou  seest.’  ‘ I see/  said  I, 

‘ a huge  valley,  and  a prodigious  tide  of  water  rolling 
through  it.’  * The  valley  that  thou  seest,’  said  he,  4 is 
the  vale  of  misery,  and  the  tide  of  water  that  thou 
seest  is  part  of  the  great  tide  of  eternity.'  ‘ What  is 
the  reason/  said  I,  4 that  the  tide  I see  rises  out  of  a 
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thick  mist  at  one  end,  and  again  loses  itself  in  a thick 
mist  at  the  other?’  ‘What  thou  seest,’  said  he,  ‘is 
that  portion  of  eternity,  which  is  called  Time,  measured 
out  by  the  sun,  and  reaching  from  the  beginning  of 
the  world  to  its  consummation.  Examine  now/  said 
he,  ‘this  sea  that  is  thus  bounded  with  darkness  at 
both  ends,  and  tell  me  what  thou  discoverest  in  it.’  ‘ I 
see  a bridge/  said  I,  ‘ standing  in  the  midst  of  the  tide.’ 
* The  bridge  thou  seest/  said  he,  ‘ is  human  life  ; con- 
sider it  attentively.’  Upon  a more  leisurely  survey  of 
it,  I found  that  it  consisted  of  threescore  and  ten  entire 
arches,  with  several  broken  arches,  which,  added  to 
those  that  were  entire,  made  up  the  number  to  about 
a hundred.  As  I was  counting  the  arches,  the  genius 
told  me  that  this  bridge  consisted  at  first  of  a thousand 
arches ; but  that  a great  flood  swept  away  the  rest, 
and  left  the  bridge  in  the  ruinous  condition  I now 
beheld  it.  ‘But  tell  me  further/  said  he,  ‘what  thou 
discoverest  on  it/  ‘ I see  multitudes  of  people  passing 
over  it/  said  I,  ‘ and  a black  cloud  hanging  on  each  end 
of  it/  As  I looked  more  attentively,  I saw  several  of 
the  passengers  dropping  through  the  bridge  into  the 
great  tide  that  flowed  underneath  it ; and  upon  further 
examination,  perceived  there  were  innumerable  trap- 
doors that  lay  concealed  in  the  bridge,  which  the  pas- 
sengers no  sooner  trode  upon  than  they  fell  through 
them  into  the  tide,  and  immediately  disappeared.  These 
hidden  pitfalls  were  set  very  thick  at  the  entrance  of 
the  bridge,  so  that  throngs  of  people  no  sooner  broke 
through  the  cloud,  but  many  of  them  fell  into  them. 
They  grew  thinner  towards  the  middle,  but  multiplied 
and  lay  closer  together  towards  the  end  of  the  arches 
that  were  entire. 

“ There  were  indeed  some  persons,  but  their  number 
was  very  small,  that  continued  a kind  of  hobbling 
march  on  the  broken  arches,  but  fell  through,  one  after 
another,  being  quite  tired  and  spent  with  so  long  a 
walk. 
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“I  passed  some  time  in  the  contemplation  of  this 
wonderful  structure,  and  the  great  variety  of  objects 
which  it  presented.  My  heart  was  filled  with  a deep 
melancholy  to  see  several  dropping  unexpectedly  in  the 
midst  of  mirth  and  jollity,  and  catching  at  every  thing 
that  stood  by  them  to  save  themselves.  Some  were 
looking  up  towards  the  heavens  in  a thoughtful  pos- 
ture, and  in  the  midst  of  a speculation  stumbled  and 
fell  out  of  sight.  Multitudes  were  very  busy  in  the 
pursuit  of  bubbles  that  glittered  in  their  eyes,  and 
danced  before  them  ; but  often,  when  they  thought 
themselves  within  the  reach  of  them,  their  footing 
failed,  and  down  they  sank.  In  this  confusion  of  ob- 
jects,  I observed  some  with  scimitars  in  their  hands, 
who  ran  to  and  fro  upon  the  bridge,  thrusting  several 
persons  on  trap-doors,  which  did  not  seem  to  lie  in 
their  way,  and  which  they  might  have  escaped,  had 
they  not  been  thus  forced  upon  them. 

“ The  genius  seeing  me  indulge  myself  in  this  melan- 
choly prospect  told  me  I had  dwelt  long  enough  upon 
it.  ‘ Take  thine  eyes  off  the  bridge,’  said  he,  ‘ and  tell 
me  if  thou  yet  seest  any  thing  thou  dost  not  compre- 
hend.’ Upon  looking  up,  ‘ What  mean,’  said  I,  ‘ those 
great  flights  of  birds  that  are  perpetually  hovering 
about  the  bridge,  and  settling  upon  it  from  time  to 
time  ? I see  vultures,  harpies,  ravens,  cormorants,  aud, 
among  many  other  feathered  creatures,  several  little 
winged  boys,  that  perch  in  great  numbers  upon  the 
middle  arches.’  ‘These,’  said  the  genius,  ‘are  envy, 
avarice,  superstition,  despair,  love,  with  the  like  cares 
and  passions  that  infest  human  life.’ 

“ I here  fetched  a deep  sigh.  Alas,  said  I,  man  wasfl 
made  in  vain ! how  is  he  given  away  to  misery  andB 
mortality ! tortured  in  life,  and  swallowed  up  in  death  ■ 
The  genius,  being  moved  with  compassion  towards  me  J 
bid  me  quit  so  uncomfortable  a prospect  ‘ Look  no! 
more,’  said  he,  ‘ on  man  in  the  first  stage  of  his  existJ 
ence,  in  his  setting  out  for  eternity ; but  cast  thiue  ey m 
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s on  that  thick  mist  into  which  the  tide  bears  the  several 
! : generations  of  mortals  that  fall  into  it.’  I directed  my 
5 1 sight  as  I was  ordered,  and  (whether  or  no  the  good 

2 ! genius  strengthened  it  with  any  supernatural  force,  or 
! | dissipated  part  of  the  mist  that  was  before  too  thick  for 

3 the  eye  to  penetrate)  I saw  the  valley  opening  at  the 
' further  end,  and  spreading  forth  into  an  immense  ocean, 

1 that  had  a huge  rock  of  adamant  running  through  the 
J i midst  of  it,  and  dividing  it  into  two  equal  parts.  The 
I clouds  still  rested  on  one-half  of  it,  insomuch  that  I 
t ! could  discover  nothing  in  it ; but  the  other  appeared  to 
!j  me  a vast  ocean,  planted  with  innumerable  islands, 

' that  were  covered  with  fruits  and  flowers,  and  inter- 
i woven  with  a thousand  little  shining  seas  that  ran 

among  them.  I could  see  persons  dressed  in  glorious 
! habits,  with  garlands  upon  their  heads,  passing  among 
the  trees,  lying  down  by  the  sides  of  fountains,  or  rest- 
ing on  beds  of  flowers  ; and  could  hear  a confused 
j harmony  of  singing  birds,  falling  waters,  human  voices, 
and  musical  instruments.  Gladness  grew  in  me  upon 
the  discovery  of  so  delightful  a scene.  I wished  for 
the  wings  of  an  eagle,  that  I might  fly  away  to  those 
happy  seats ; but  the  genius  told  me  there  was  no  pas- 
sage to  them,  except  through  the  gates  of  death,  that  I 
saw  opening  every  moment  upon  the  bridge.  ‘ The 
islands/  said  he,  ‘ that  lie  so  fresh  and  green  before 
thee,  and  with  which  the  whole  face  of  the  ocean 
i appears  spotted  as  far  as  thou  canst  see,  are  more  in 
number  than  the  sands  on  the  sea-shore:  there  are 
myriads  of  islands  behind  those  which  thou  here  dis- 
« coverest,  reaching  further  than  thine  eye,  or  even  thine 
imagination  can  extend  itself.  These  are  the  mansions 
of  good  men  after  death,  who,  according  to  the  degree 
! and  kinds  of  virtue  in  which  they  excelled,  are  distri- 
buted among  these  several  islands,  which  abound  with 
pleasures  of  different  kinds  and  degrees,  suitable  to  the 
I relishes  and  perfections  of  those  who  are  settled  in 
them  : every  island  is  a paradise  accommodated  to  its 
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respective  inhabitants.  Are  not  these,  0 Mirza,  habit- 
ations worth  contending  for  ? Does  life  appear  miser- 
able, that  wives  the  opportunities  of  earning  sucli  a 
reward?  Is  death  to  be  feaied,  that  will  convey  thee 
to  so  happy  an  existence?  Think  not  man  was  made 
in  vain,  who  has  such  an  eternity  reserved  for  him.’ 
I gazed  with  inexpressible  pleasure  on  these  happy 
islands.  ‘ At  length/  said  I,  ‘ show  me  now,  I beseech 
thee,  the  secrets  that  lie  hid  under  those  dark  clouds 
that  cover  the  ocean  on  the  other  side  of  the  rock  of 
adamant/  The  genius  making  me  no  answer,  I turned 
about  to  address  myself  to  him  a second  time,  but  I 
found  that  he  had  left  me.  I then  turned  again  to 
the  vision  which  I had  been  so  long  contemplating; 
but,  instead  of  the  rolling  tide,  the  arched  bridge,  and 
the  happy  islands,  I saw  nothing  but  the  long  hollow 
valley  of  Bagdat,  with  oxen,  sheep,  and  camels  grazing 
upon  the  sides  of  it.”  — Addison. 


CAUTIONARY  VERSES  TO  YOUTH. 

My  little  dears  wTho  learn  to  read,  pray  early  learn  to 
shun 

That  very  silly  thing  indeed,  which  people  call  a pun  ; 

Read  Entick's  rules,  and  ’twill  be  found  how  simple  an 
offence 

It  is  to  make  the  self-same  sound  afford  a double  sense. 

For  instance,  ale  may  make  you  ail,  your  aunt  an  ant 
may  kill ; 

You  in  a vale  may  buy  a veil,  and  Bill  may  pay  the 
bill . 

Or,  if  to  France  your  bark  you  steer,  at  Dover  it  may 
be, 

A ; peer  appears  upon  the  pier,  who,  blind,  still  goes  to 
sea. 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS.  47 

, Thus  one  might  say,  when  to  a treat  good  friends  accept 
' our  greeting. 

’Tis  meet  that  men  who  meet  to  eat,  should  eat  their 
meat  when  meeting. 

\ Brawn  on  the  board's  no  bore  indeed,  although  from 
; boar  prepared  ; 

Nor  can  the  fowl  on  which  we  feed,  foul  feeding  he 

declared. 

| Thus  one  ripe  fruit  may  be  a pear , and  yet  be  pared 
\ again, 

And  still  be  one,  which  seemeth  rare  until  we  do  ex- 
plain. 

It  therefore  should  be  all  your  aim  to  speak  with  ample 
care, 

For  who,  however  fond  of  game,  would  choose  to 
swallow  hair  ? 

A fat  man’s  gait  may  make  us  smile,  who  has  no  gate 
! to  close ; 

The  farmer  sitting  on  the  stile,  no  stylish  person 
knows, 

; Perfumers  men  of  scents  must  be ; some  Scilly  men 
| are  bright ; 

A brown  man  oft  deep  read  we  see — a black,  a wicked 
' might. 

Most  wealthy  men  good  manors  have,  however  wealthy 
they  ; 

And  actors  still  the  harder  slave,  the  oftener  they  play. 

I So  poets  can’t  the  baize  obtain,  unless  their  tailors 
choose ; 

While  grooms  and  coachmen,  not  in  vain,  each  evening 
seek  the  mews. 

The  dyer,  who  by  dyeing  lives,  a dire  life  maintains  ; 
The  glazier,  it  is  known  receives— his  profits  for  his 
panes. 
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By  gardeners  thyme  is  tied,  ’tis  true,  when  spring  is 
in  its  prime, 

But  time  and  tide  won't  wait  for  you,  if  you  are  tied, 
for  time. 

Then  now  you  see,  my  little  dears,  the  way  to  mate  a 
pun; 

A trick  which  you,  through  coming  years,  should  sedu- 
lously shun. 

The  fault  admits  of  no  defence ; for  wheresoeer  ’tis 
found, 

You  sacrifice  the  sound  for  sense — the  sense  is  never 
sound. 

So  let  your  words,  and  actions  too,  one  single  meaning 
prove, 

And,  just  in  all  you  say  and  do,  you  ’ll  gain  esteem  and 
love ; 

In  mirth  and  play  no  harm  you  ’ll  know,  when  duty's 
task  is  done ; 

But  parents  ne’er  should  let  you  go  unyjtmish’d  for  a 
pun . 


JOSEPH  II.  AND  THE  GRENADIER. 

The  Emperor  Joseph  II.  of  Austria  was  very  fond  of 
seeking  for  adventures.  One  morning,  dressed  in  a 
very  ordinary  wav,  he  got  into  a public  conveyance, 
and  told  the  driver  to  take  him  through  the  town. 
The  cab  having  been  obstructed  by  some  carts,  a sol- 
dier came  up  to  the  disguised  monarch  and  said  : 

“ Comrade,  will  you  give  me  a lift  ? ” 

Emperor.  Gladly  ; jump  up  quickly,  for  I am  iu 
a hurry. 

Soldier.  Ah ! you  are  a fine  fellow ; you  only  want 
moustaches  to  look  like  a soldier.  Tell  me  now,  [tap- 1 
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ping  his  royal  neighbor  on  the  shoulder,]  are  you  a 
good  hand  at  guessing  ? 

Emperor.  Maybe  I am.  Try.' 

: Soldier.  Well  then,  friend,  give  your  whole  mind  to 

it,  and  tell  me  what  I ate  this  morning  for  breakfast  ? 

1 Emperor.  Saurkraut  and  a cup  of  coffee. 

Soldier.  Better  than  that. 

Emperor.  A slice  of  ham,  then, 

Soldier.  Better  than  that. 

Emperor.  Then  it  must  have  been  a sausage,  with 
a glass  of  wine  after  it  to  help  digestion. 

Soldier.  Better  than  that.  But,  friend,  you  will 
never  be  able  to  guess  : I breakfasted  off  a pheasant 
killed  in  the  emperor’s  park.  What  do  you  think  of 
that? 

Emperor.  I think  that  very  extraordinary  indeed. 
Had’ you  not  told  me,  I should  never  have  guessed  it. 
Now  it  is  my  turn,  grenadier.  I will  put  your  sharp- 
ness to  the  proof.  Tell  me  who  I am,  and  what  rank 
I hold  in  the  army  ? 

Soldier.  Well,  I should  have  taken  you  for  an 
ensign  ; but  you  are  not  well  enough  dressed  to  be  an 
officer. 

Emperor.  Better  than  that. 

Soldier.  You  are  a lieutenant,  perhaps  ? 

Emperor.  Better  than  that. 

Soldier.  A captain,  then  ? 

Emperor.  Better  than  that. 

Soldier.  Why,  then,  you  must  be  a general. 

Emperor.  Better  than  that. 

Soldier.  [Very  much  excited,  and  taking  off  his 
cap.]  I beg  a thousand  pardons  of  your  excellency;  you 
are  a field-marshal  of  the  empire.  [He  tries  to  get 
out  of  the  cab.] 

Emperor.  Better  than  that. 

Soldier.  Pardon,  sire,  you  are  the  emperor — I am  a 
lost  man.  [He  jumps  out  of  the  cab.  The  emperor , 
delighted  with  the  adventure , and  laughing  heartily, 
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throws  him  a purse.]  “ Take  that,  soldier,  in  proo 
that  you  have  lost  nothing ! ” 


TYROLESE  EVENING  HYMN. 

Come  to  the  sunset  tree, . 

The  day  is  past  and  gone, 

The  woodman’s  axe  lies  free, 

And  the  reaper’s  work  is  done. 
The  twilight  star  to  heaven, 

And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers, 
And  rest  to  us  is  given, 

By  the  cool  soft  evening  hours. 

Sweei  is  the  hour  of  rest, 

Pleasant  the  wood’s  low  sigh. 

And  the  gleaming  of  the  west, 
And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie. 
When  the  burden  and  the  heat 
Of  labor’s  task  are  o’er. 

And  kindly  voices  greet 
The  tired  one  at  his  door. 

Yes  ! tuneful  is  the  sound 
That  dwells  in  whispering  boughs, 
Welcome  the  freshness  round, 

And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows; 
But  rest  more  sweet  and  still 
Than  ever  night-fall  gave, 

Our  yearning  hearts  shall  fill, 

In  tne  world  beyond  the  grave. 

There  shall  no  tempests  blow, 

No  scorching  noon-tide  heat ; 
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There  shall  be  no  more  snow. 

No  weary  wandering  feet ; 

So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyes, 

Prom  the  hills  our  fathers  trod. 

To  the  quiet  of  the  skies. 

To  the  Sabbath  of  our  God. 

— Mrs  Hemans. 


BOOTS  AND  HIS  BROTHERS. 

There  was  once  a man  who  had  three  sons — Peter, 
Paul,  and  John.  John  was  boots,  of  course,  becau 
he  was  the  youngest.  I cannot  say  the  man  had 
much  more  than  these  three  sons,  for  he  had  not  one 
penny  to  rub  against  another ; so  he  told  his  sons' 
over  and  over  again  they  must  go  out  into  the  world 
and  try  to  earn  their  bread,  for  at  home  there  was  no- 
thing to  be  looked  for  but  starving  to  death. 

Now,  a little  way  from  the  man’s  cottage  was  the 
king’s  palace ; and,  you  must  know,  just  against  the 
king’s  windows  a great  oak  had  sprung  up,  which  was 
so  stout  and  big  that  it  took  away  all  the  light  from 
the.  king’s  palace.  The  king  had  said  he  would  give 
many,  many  dollars  to  the  man  who  would  fell  the  oak; 
but  no  one  was  man  enough  for  that,  for  as  soon  as 
ever  one  chip  of  the  oak’s  trunk  flew  off,  two  gr»ew  in 
its  stead.  The  king  also  wanted  a well  dug,  which 
was  to  hold  water  for  the  whole  year ; for  all  his  neigh- 
bors had  wells,  but  he  had  not  any,  and  that  he  thought 
a shame.  So  the  king  said  he  would  give  any  one  who 
would  dig  him  such  a well  as  would  hold  water  all  the 
year  round,  both  money  and  goods  ; but  no  one  could 
do  it,  for  the  king’s  palace  lay  high  up  on  a hill,  and 
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they  had  dog  but  a few  inches  before  they  came  upon 
the  living  rock. 

But  as  the  king  had  set  his  heart  on  having  these 
two  things  done,  he  had  it  given  out  far  and  wide,  in 
all  the  churches  of  his  kingdom,  that  he  who  could  fell 
the  big  oak  in  the  king’s  courtyard,  and  get  him  a well 
that  would  hold  water  the  whole  year  round,  should 
have  the  princess  and  half  the  kingdom.  Well,  you 
may  easily  imagine  there  was  many  a man  who  came 
to  try  his  luck ; but  all  their  hacking  and  hewing,  and 
all  their  digging  and  delving  was  in  vain.  The  oak 
got  bigger  and  stouter  at  every  stroke,  and  the  rock 
did  not  get  softer  either.  So  one  day  these  three 
brethren  thought  they  would  set  off  and  try  too,  and 
their  father  had  not  a word  to  say  against  it ; for  even 
if  they  did  not  get  the  princess  and  half  the  kingdom, 
they  might  chance  get  a place  somewhere  with  a good 
master,  and  that  was  all  he  wanted.  Thus  when  the 
brothers  said  they  thought  of  going  to  the  palace,  their 
father  said  : “ Yes,  at  once.”  So  Peter,  Paul,  and  Jack 
went  off  from  their  home. 

Well,  they  had  not  gone  far  before  they  came  to  a 
pine  wood,  and  on  one  side  of  it  rose  a steep  hill* 
and  as  they  went  along,  they  heard  something  hewing 
and  hacking  away  up  on  the  hill-side  among  the 
trees. 

“ I wonder,  now,  what  it  is  that  is  hewing  away  up 
yonder ! ” said  Jack. 

“ You  are  always  so  clever  with  your  wonderings  1 ” 
said  Peter  and  Paul  both  at  once.  “ What  wonder  is 
it,  pray,  that  a woodcutter  should  stand  and  hack  up 
on  a hill-side? ” 

“ Still,  I should  like  to  see  what  it  is,  after  all,”  said 
Jack,  and  up  he  went. 

“ Oh,  if  you  are  such  a child,  it  will  do  you  good  to 
go  and  take  a lesson ! ” bawled  out  his  brothers  after 
him. 

But  Jack  did  not  care  for  what  they  said ; h« 
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climbed  the  hill  towards  the  place  from  whence  the 
noise  came,  and  when  he  reached  the  place,  what  do  yon 
think  he  saw  ? Why,  an  axe  that  stood  there  hacking 
and  hewing,  all  by  itself,  at  the  trunk  of  a tree. 

“Good-day!”  said  Jack.  “So  you  stand  here  all 
alone  and  hew,  do  you?” 

“ Yes ; here  I have  stood  and  hewed  and  hacked  a 
long,  long  time,  waiting  for  you,”  said  the  axe. 

“ Well,  here  I am  at  last,”  said  Jack,  as  he  pulled 
oft'  its  haft,  and  stuffed  both  head  and  haft  into  his 
wallet. 

, So  when  he  got  down  again  to  his  brothers  they  be- 
gan to  jeer  and  laugh  at  him. 

‘•‘And  now,  what  funny  thing  was  it  you  saw  up 
yonder  on  the  hillside?”  they  said.' 

“ Oh,  it  was  only  an  axe  we  heard,”  said  Jack. 

When  they  had  gone  a little  further,  they  came 
under  a steep  spur  of  rock,  and  up  there  they  heard 
something  digging  and  shovelling. 

“‘I  wonder  now,”  said  Jack,  “what  it  is  that  is 
digging  and  shovelling  up  yonder  at  the  top  of  the 
rock ! ” 

“ Ah  ! you  are  always  so  clever  with  your  won  der- 
ings!” said  Peter  and  Paul  again  ; “ as  if  you  had  never 
heard  a woodpecker  hacking  and  pecking  at  a hollow 
tree ! ” 

“Well,  well,”  said  Jack;  “I  think  it  would  be  a 
piece  of  fun  just  to  see  what  it  really  is.” 

And  so  off  he  set  to  climb  the  rock,  while  the  others 
laughed  and  made  game  of  him.  But  he  did  not  care 
a bit  for  that ; up  he  climbed,  and  when  he  got  near 
the  top,  what  do  you  think  he  saw?  Why,  a spade 
that  stood  there  digging  and  delving  ! 

“ Good-day  ! ” said  Jack.  “ So  you  stand  here  all 
alone  and  dig  and  delve  ? ” 

“ Yes,  that  is  what  1 do,”  said  the  spade,  “ and  that 
is  what  I have  done  this  many  a long  day,  waiting  for 
you.” 
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“ Well,  here  I am,”  said  Jack  again,  as  he  took  the 
spade  and  knocked  it  off  its  handle,  and  put  it  into  his 
•wallet,  and  then  he  went  down  again  to  his  brothers. 

“ Well,  what  was  it  so  rare  and  strange,”  said  Peter 
and  Paul,  “ that  you  saw  up  there  at  the  top  of  the 
Tock?” 

“ Oh,”  said  Jack,  “nothing  more  than  a spade,  that 
was  what  we  heard ! ” 

So  they  went  on  again,  a good  way,  till  they  came  to 
a brook.  They  were  thirsty,  all  three,  after  their  long 
walk,  and  so  they  lay  down  beside  the  brook  to  have  a 
drink. 

“I  wonder  now,”  said  Jack,  “where  all  this  water 
comes  from  ? ” 

“ I wonder  if  you  are  right  in  your  head ! ” said 
Peter  and  Paul  in  one  breath.  “ If  you  are  not  mad 
already,  you  will  go  mad  very  soon  with  your  wander- 
ings. Where  the  brook  comes  from,  indeed  ! Have 
you  never  heard  how  water  rises  from  a spring  in  the 
earth  ? ” 

“ Yes ; but  still  I have  a great  fancy  to  see  where 
this  brook  comes  from,”  said  Jack. 

So  up  alongside  the  brook  he  went,  in  spite  of  all 
that  his  brothers  bawled  after  him.  Nothing  could 
stop  him.  On  he  went.  As  he  wTent  up,  and  up,  the 
brook  got  smaller  and  smaller;  and  at  last,  a little 
way  further  on,  what  do  you  think  he  saw  ? Why,  a 
great  walnut,  and  out  of  that  the  water  trickled ! 

“ Good-day ! ” said  Jack  again.  “ So  you  lie  here, 
and  let  the  w7ater  trickle  and  run  down  all  alone  ? ” 

“ Yes  I do,”  said  the  walnut ; “ and  here  have  I 
lain  and  let  the  water  trickle  and  run  this  many  a 
long  day,  waiting  for  you.” 

“ Well,  here  I am,”  said  Jack,  as  he  took  up  a lump 
of  moss  and  plugged  up  the  hole  that  the  water  might 
not  run  out.  Then  he  put  the  walnut  into  his  wallet 
and  ran  down  to  his  brothers. 

“Well,  now,”  said  Peter  and  Paul,  “have  you  found 
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out  where  the  water  comes  from  ? A rare  sight  it  must 
have  been.” 

“ Oh,  after  all,  it  was  only  a hole  it  ran  out  of ! ” 
said  Jack.  And  so  the  others  laughed  and  made  game 
of  him  again;  but  Jack  did  not  mind  that  a bit. 
“After  all,  I had  the  fun  of  seeing  it,”  said  Jack. 

So,  when  they  had  gone  a little  further,  they  came 
to  the  king’s  palace  ; but  as  every  one  in  the  kingdom 
had  heard  how  they  might  win  the  princess  and  half 
the  realm,  if  they  could  only  fell  the  big  oak  and  dig 
the  king’s  well,  so  many  had  come  to  try  their  luck, 
that  the  oak  was  now  twice  as  stout  and  big  as  it  had 
been  at  first,  for  two  chips  grew  in  the  place  of  every 
one  they  hewed  out  with  their  axes,  as  I daresay  you  ail 
bear  in  mind.  Accordingly,  the  king  had  now  laid  it 
down  as  a punishment  that  if  any  one  tried  and  could 
not  fell  the  oak,  he  should  be  put  on  a barren  island,  and 
have  both  his  ears  clipped  off.  But  the  two  brothers  did 
not  let  themselves  be  scared  by  that ; they  were  quite 
I sure  they  could  fell  the  oak.  Peter,  as  he  was  the 
eldest,  was  to  try  his  hand  first ; but  it  went  with  him 
as  with  the  rest  who  had  hewn  at  the  oak — for  every 
[Chip  he  cut  out,  two  grew  in  its  place.  So  the  king’s 
men  seized  him,  and  clipped  off  both  his  ears,  and  put 
jhim  out  on  the  island. 

Now  Paul  had  to  try  his  luck,  but  he  fared  just 
jthe  same ; when  he  had  hewn  two  or  three  strokes, 
they  began  to  see  the  oak  grow ; and  so  the  king’s  men 
seized  him  too,  and  clipped  his  ears,  and  put  him  out 
on  the  island.  And  they  clipped  his  ears  closer,  be- 
cause they  said  he  ought  to  have  taken  a lesson  from 
Shis  brother. 

So  now  Jack  was  to  try. 

“ If  you  will  look  like  a marked  sheep,  we  are  quite 
ready  to  clip  your  ears  at  once,  and  then  you  will  save 
yourself  some  trouble ! ” said  the  king,  for  he  was 
angry  with  him  for  his  brothers’  sake. 

“Well,  I should  like  just  to  try  first,”  said  Jack, 
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and  so  he  got  leave.  Then  he  took  his  axe  out  of  hif 
wallet,  and  fitted  it  to  its  haft. 

“Hew  away ! ” said  he  to  his  axe ; and  away  il 
hewed,  making  the  chips  fly  again,  so  that  it  was  nol 
long  before  down  came  the  oak. 

When  that  was  done,  Jack  pulled  out  his  spade  anc 
fitted  it  to  its  handle. 

“Dig  away!”  said  he  to  his  spade;  and  so  th< 
spade  began  to  dig  and  delve,  till  the  earth  and  rod 
flew  out  in  splinters,  and  so  he  had  the  well  soon  du^ 
out. 

And  when  he  had  got  it  as  big  and  deep  as  he  de 
sired,  Jack  took  out  his  walnut,  and  laid  it  in  on 
corner  of  the  well,  and  pulled  the  plug  of  moss  out. 

“Trickle  and  run!”  said  Jack;  and  so  the  nu 
trickled  and  ran,  till  the  water  gushed  out  of  the  hoi 
in  a stream,  and  in  a short  time  the  well  was  brimful 

Thus  Jack  had  felled  the  oak  which  shaded  the  king’ 
palace,  and  dug  a well  in  the  palace-yard  ; and  so  h 
got  the  princess  and  half  the  kingdom,  as  the  king  ha 
said.  But  it  was  lucky  for  Peter  and  Paul  that  the 
had  lost  their  ears,  else  they  would  have  heard  eac 
hour  and  day  how  every  one  said  : “ Well  after  al 
Jack  was  not  so  much  out  of  his  mind  "when  he  too 
to  wondering !”  — Dasent. 


THE  DISPUTED  CASE. 

Between  Nose  and  Eyes  a strange  contest  arose ; 
The  spectacles  set  them  unhappily  wrong : 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  world  knows. 
To  which  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause 
With  a great  deal  of  wit,  and  a wig  full  of  learning, 
While  chief-baron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws, 

So  famed  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 
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“ In  behalf  of  the  Nose  it  will  quickly  appear, 

And  your  lordship,”  he  said,  “ will  undoubtedly  find. 
That  the  Nose  has  had  spectacles  always  in  wear, 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind/' 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court — 

“ Your  lordship  observes  they  are  made  with  a straddle, 
As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  Nose  is,  in  short. 

Design’d  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a saddle. 

“ Again  : would  your  lordship  a moment  suppose 
(’Tis  a case  that  has  happen’d,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a Nose, 

Pray  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  spectacles  then  ? 

“ On  the  whole  it  appears,  that  my  argument  shows, 
With  a reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn. 

That  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them/’ 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  the  lawyer  knows  how) 

He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes ; 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know, 

For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise. 

So  his  lordship  decreed,  with  a grave,  solemn  tone, 
Decisive  and  clear,  without  one  if  or  but. 

That,  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectacles  on. 

By  day-light,  or  candle-light.  Eyes  should  be  shut. 

—Cowper. 


OBSERVATION. 

An  Indian,  upon  returning  home  to  his  cabin,  found 

that  his  venison,  which  had  been  hung  up  to  dry,  was 
stolen.  After  taking  notice  of  the  marks  about  the 
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place,  be  set  off  in  pursuit  of  the  thief,  whom  he  tracked 
through  the  woods. 

Meeting  with  some  persons  on  his  route,  he  inquired 
if  they  had  seen  a little  old  white  man  with  a short 
gun,  and  accompanied  by  a small  dog  with  a bob-tail. 
They  answered  that  they  had ; and,  upon  the  Indian 
assuring  them  that  the  man  thus  described  had  stolen 
his  venison,  they  desired  to  be  informed  how  he  was 
able  to  give  so  minute  a description  of  a person  whom, 
it  appeared,  he  had  never  seen. 

The  Indian  replied,  “ The  thief,  I know,  is  a little 
man,  by  his  having  heaped  up  a pile  of  staves  to  stand 
upon,  in  order  to  reach  the  venison  from  the  height  at 
which  I hung  it,  while  standing  on  the  ground  ; that 
he  is  an  old  man,  I know  by  his  short  steps,  which  I 
have  traced  over  the  dead  leaves  in  the  woods ; and 
that  he  is  a white  man,  I know  by  his  turning  out  his 
toes  when  he  walks,  which  an  Indian  never  does. 

“ His  gun  I know  to  be  short,  from  the  mark  which 
the  muzzle  made  by  rubbing  the  bark  of  a tree  against 
which  it  had  leant ; that  his  dog  is  small,  I know  by 
his  track ; and  that  he  has  a bob-tail,  I noticed  from 
the  mark  it  made  in  the  dust  where  he  was  sitting, 
while  his  master  was  busied  with  my  meat/* 


THE  LOST  CAMEL. 

A Dervise,  while  journeying  alone  in  the  desert,  was 
met  by  two  merchants.  “ You  have  lost  a camel,"  said 
he  to  them.  “ We  have,”  they  replied. 

“ Was  the  camel  blind  in  his  right  eye,  and  lame  in 
one  of  his  legs?"  said  the  Dervise.  “He  was,”  an- 
swered the  merchants. 

“Had  he  lost  a front  tooth?”  said  the  Dervise. 
“ He  had,”  was  the  reply. . 

“ And  was  he  not  loaded  with  honey  on  one  side, 
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and  wheat  on  the  other?”  “ Most  certainly,”  was  the 
answer ; “ and  as  you  have  seen  him  so  lately,  you  can, 
doubtless,  tell  us  where  he  may  be  found.” 

“ My  friends/'  said  the  Dervise,  “ I have  neither 
seen  your  camel,  nor  even  heard  of  him,  except  from 
you.” 

“ A strange  assertion,  indeed ! ” said  the  merchants ; 
“ but  where  are  the  jewels  which  formed  a part  of  his 
burden  ?” 

“ I have  neither  seen  your  camel  nor  your  jewels,” 
replied  the  Dervise. 

He  was  now  seized  by  them,  and  hurried  before  the 
Cadi.  After  the  strictest  inquiry,  however,  no  evidence 
was  found  against  him,  either  of  falsehood  or  of  theft. 

They  were  then  about  to  proceed  against  him  as  a 
sorcerer,  when  the  Dervise,  with  perfect  composure, 
thus  addressed  the  court : — 

“ I have  been  greatly  amused  with  your  proceedings, 
and  I confess  there  has  been  some  ground  for  your 
suspicions ; but  I have  passed  many  years  in  this  desert, 
and  even  here  I find  ample  scope  for  observation. 

“ I saw  the  track  of  a camel,  and  I knew  it  had 
strayed  from  its  owner ; because  there  was  no  mark  of 
any  human  footstep  to  be  seen  on  the  same  route. 

“ I perceived  the  animal  was  blind  in  one  eye,  as  it 
had  cropped  the  herbage  only  on  one  side  of  its  path. 

“ I knew  that  it  was  lame,  from  the  faint  impres- 
sions that  one  of  its  feet  had  made  in  the  sand. 

“ I concluded  that  the  camel  had  lost  one  tooth ; 
because  wherever  it  grazed,  the  herbage  was  left  un- 
cropped in  the  centre  of  the  bite. 

“ As  to  what  composed  the  burden  of  the  beast,  I 
had  only  to  look  at  the  ants,  carrying  away  the  wheat 
on  the  one  side,  and  at  the  clustering  flies  that  were 
devouring  the  honey  on  the  other.” 
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THE  POOR  MATCH-GIRL. 

It  was  New  Year’s  Eve  and  a cold  snowy  evening 
On  this  night  a poor  little  girl  walked  along  the  stref 
with  naked  feet,  benumbed  with  cold,  and  carrying  i 
her  hand  a bundle  of  matches,  which  she  had  been  try 
ing  all  day  to  sell,  but  in  vain  ; no  one  had  given  he 
a single  penny.  The  snow  fell  fast  upon  her  prett 
yellow  hair  and  her  bare  neck  ; but  she  did  not  min 
that.  She  looked  wistfully  at  the  bright  lights  whic! 
shone  from  every  window  as  she  passed  along;  sh 
could  smell  the  nice  roast  goose,  and  she  longed  t 
taste  it : it  was  New  Year’s  Eve  ! Wearied  and  fain 
she  laid  herself  down  in  a corner  of  the  street,  am 
drew  her  little  legs  under  her  to  keep  herself  warn 
She  could  not  go  home,  for  her  father  would  scold  he 
for  not  having  sold  any  matches  ; and  even  if  she  wer 
there,  she  would  still  be  cold,,  for  the  house  was  bu 
poorly  protected,  and  the  wind  whistled  through  man 
a chink  in  the  roof  and  walls.  She  thought  she  woul< 
try  and  warm  her  cold  fingers  by  lighting  one  of  th 
matches  ; she  drew  one  out,  struck  it  against  the  wal 
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| id  immediately  a bright  clear  flame  streamed  from 
, like  a little  candle. 

The  little  girl  looked  at  the  flame,  and  she  saw  before 
ir  a beautiful  brass  stove  with  a nice  warm  fire  in  it  I 
jie  stretched  out  her  feet  to  warm  them — when,  lo, 
e match  went  out ; in  a moment  the  stove  and  fire 
mished,  she  sat  again  in  the  cold  night,  with  the 
jrnt  match  in  her  hand. 

She  struck  another ; the  flame  blazed  on  the  opposite 
jail,  and  she  saw  through  it  into  a room  where  a table 
as  laid  out  with  handsome  dishes, — roast  goose,  and 
her  nice  things  were  there, — and,  what  was  still  more 
traordinary,  she  saw  the  goose  jump  from  the  dish, 
life,  and  fork,  and  all,  and  come  running  towards  her. 
nt  again  the  match  went  out ; and  nothing  but  the 
irk  wall  and  the  cold  street  was  to  be  seen. 

The  little  girl  drew  another  match ; and  as  soon  as 
struck  a light,  she  saw  a most  beautiful  Christmas 
ee,  much  larger  and  more  splendid  than  any  she  had 
er  seen  before.  A vast  number  of  lighted  candles 
i ing  among  the  branches  ; and  a multitude  of  pretty 
rjj  iriegated  pictures,  like  those  in  the  shops,  met  her 
[es..  The  girl  lifted  up  her  little  hands  in  rapture  at 
ie  sight ; but  again  the  match  fell ; and  in  the  same 
oment  one  of  the  blazing  candles  shot  through  the 
:y,  like  a falling  star,  and  fell  at  her  feet.  “ Now 
me  one  dies,”  cried  she ; for  she  had  been  told  by 
jr  good  old  grandmother,  that  when  a star  falls,  a 
ul  returns  to  God. 

Again  she  struck;  and,  behold,  a bright  light  shone 
iund  about  her,  and  in  the  midst  of  it  stood  her 
ind  grandmother,  looking  calmly  and  smilingly  upon 
ir. 

“ Dear  grandmother,”  said  she,  “ take  me,  oh,  take 
i ! You  will  be  gone  from  me  when  the  match  goes 
it,  like  the  bright  stove,  the  nice  supper,  and  the 
hristmas  tree and  saying  this,  she  struck  all  the 
st  of  the  matches  at  once,  which  made  a light  round 
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her  almost  like  day.  And  now  the  good  grandmoth 
smiled  still  more  sweetly  upon  her  ; she  lifted  her  i 
in  her  arms,  and  they  soared  together,  far,  far  awa 
where  there  was  no  longer  any  cold,  or  hunger,  or  paii 
— they  were  in  Paradise  ! 

But  the  poor  little  match-girl  was  still  in  the  corn 
of  the  street,  in  the  cold  New  Year’s  morning.  SI 
was  frozen  to  death,  and  a bundle  of  burnt  match 
lay  beside  her.  People  said,  “ She  has  been  trying 
warm  herself,  poor  thing!”  But  ah,  they  knew  n 
what  glorious  things  she  had  seen  ; they  knew  not  ini 
what  joys  she  had  entered — nor  how  happy  she  w; 
on  this  festival  of  the  New  Year  ! 

— Hans  Andersen. 


WE  ABE  SEVEN ; OB,  A CHILD’S  NOTION 
OF  DEATH. 

• A simple  child 
That  lightly  draws  its  breath. 

And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb. 

What  should  it  know  of  death  ? 

I met  a little  cottage  girl, 

She  was  eight  years  old,  she  said  ; 

Her  hair  was  thick  with  many  a curl 
That  cluster’d  round  her  head. 

She  had  a rustic,  woodland  air, 

And  she  was  wildly  clad  : 

Her  eyes  were  fair,  and  very  fair, — 

Her  beauty  made  me  glad. 

“ Sisters  and  brothers,  little  maid, 

How  many  may  you  be  ?” 

“ How  many?  Seven  in  all,”  she  said, 

And,  wonderin  g,  look’d  at  me. 
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u And  where  are  they  ? I pray  you.  tell.” 

She  answer’d,  “ Seven  are  we  ; 

And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell, 

And  two  are  gone  to  sea.” 

* Two  of  us  in  the  churchyard  lie, 

My  sister  and  my  brother ; 

And  in  the  churchyard  cottage,  I 
Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother.” 

ct  You  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell. 

And  two  are  gone  to  sea ; 

Yet  you  are  seven ! — I pray  you  tell. 

Sweet  maid,  how  this  may  be.” 

Then  did  the  little  maid  reply, 

“ Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we ; 

Two  of  us  in  the  churchyard  lie. 

Beneath  the  churchyard  tree.” 

" You  run  about,  my  little  maid. 

Your  limbs  they  are  alive  ; 

if  two  are  in  the  churchyard  laid, 

Then  you  are  only  five.” 

H Their  graves  are  green,  they  may  be  seen/* 
The  little  maid  replied, 

“ Twelve  steps  or  more  from  my  mother’s  door. 
And  they  are  side  by  side. 

**  My  stockings  there  I often  knit. 

My  kerchief  there  I hem ; 

And  there  upon  the  ground  I sit— 

I sit  and  sing  to  them. 

te  And  often  after  sunset,  sir. 

When  it  is  light  and  fair, 

I take  my  little  porringer, 

And  eat  my  supper  there. 
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“ The  first  that  died  was  little  Jane  ; 

In  bed  she  moaning  lay, 

Till  God  released  her  of  her  pain, 

And  then  she  went  away. 

u So  in  the  churchyard  she  was  laid : 

And  all  the  summer  dry, 

Together  round  her  grave  we  play’d, 

My  brother  John  and  I. 

“ And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snow, 
And  I could  run  and  slide, 

My  brother  John  was  forced  to  go. 

And  he  lies  by  her  side.” 

“ How  many  are  you,  then,”  said  I, 

“ If  they  two  are  in  heaven?” 

The  little  maiden  did  reply, 

“ 0 master  ! we  are  seven.” 

“ But  they  are  dead  ; those  two  are  dead ; 

Their  spirits  are  in  heaven !” 

*Twas  throwing  words  away  ; for  still 
The  little  maid  would  have  her  will, 

And  said,  “ Nay,  we  are  seven.” 

— Wordsworth. 


PROMPTNESS. 

There  was  once  a young  man  who  was  commencing 
life  as  a clerk.  One  day  his  employer  said  to  him 
“ Now,  to-morrow  that  cargo  of  cotton  must  be  go 
out  and  weighed,  and  we  must  have  a regular  accoun 
of  it.”  He  was  an  industrious  young  man, — a younj 
man  of  great  energy.  This  was  the  first  time  he  hat 
been  intrusted  with  the  management  of  work  liki 
this.  He  made  his  arrangements  the  night  before 
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poke  to  the  men  about  their  carts  and  horses,  and 
esolved  to  begin  very  early  the  next  day.  He  in- 
structed the  laborers  to  be  there  at  half-past  four 
i’clock  in  the  morning.  They  set  to  work,  and  the 
hing  was  done,  and  about  ten  o’clock  the  master  came 
n,  and  saw  the  young  man  sitting  in  the  counting- 
louse,  and  seemed  very  much  displeased  with  him, 
upposing  his  command  had  not  been  executed.  “ I 
bought,”  said  he,  “ you  were  instructed  to  get  out 
bat  cargo  this  morning  ?”  “ It  is  all  done,  sir,”  said 

he  young  man,  “ and  here  is  the  account  of  it !” 

| This  one  act  made  that  young  man’s  fortune.  It 
ixed  his  character.  It  gave  his  employer  a confidence 
h him  that  was  never  shaken. 


j HUMPHREY’S  OBSERVATIONS  ON  TIME. 

* 

vVhen  I was  a young  lad,  my  father  one  day  called 
ne  to  him,  that  he  might  teach  me  what  o’clock  it  was. 
He  told  me  the  use  of  the  minute-finger  and  the  hour- 
land,  and  described  to  me  the  figures  on  the  dial-plate, 
in  til  I knew  the  whole  perfectly. 

; No  sooner  was  I quite  master  of  this  knowledge 
ihan  I set  off  to  join  my  companions  at  a game  of 
barbies,  but  my  father  called  me  back.  “ Stop, 
j Humphrey,”  said  he ; “ I have  something  else  to  say 
;o  you.” 

j j Back  again  I went,  wondering  what  else  I had  to 
f earn,  for  I thought  I knew  all  about  the  clock,  quite 
J'  Is  well  as  my  father. 

#!! ! “ Humphrey,”  said  he,  “ I have  taught  you  to  know 
11 ; he  time  of  the  day ; I must  now  teach  you  how  to  find 
i put  the  time  of  your  life.” 

1 ' j All  this  was  strange  to  me ; so  I waited  with  iin- 
1 : patience  to  hear  how  my  father  would  explain  it  • for 
1 [ very  much  wished  to  go  and  play  with  my  marbles* 

|l  ' E 
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“ We  are  told,”  said  he,  “ that  the  years  of  man  ar< 
threescore  and  ten,  or  fourscore  years.  Now,  life  i: 
very  uncertain,  and  you  may  not  live  a single  da] 
longer  ; but  if  we  divide  the  fourscore  years  of  an  ole 
man’s  life  into  twelve  parts,  like  the  dial  of  a clock,  i 
will  allow  almost  seven  years  for  every  figure. 

“ When  a boy  is  seven  years  old,  then  it  is  one  o’clocl 
of  his  life,  and  this  is  the  case  with  you ; when  ym 
arrive  at  fourteen  years,  it  will  be  two  o'clock  witl 
you  ; and  when  at  twenty-one,  it  will  be  three  o’clock 
should  it  please  God  thus  to  spare  your  life.  In  thi: 
manner  you  may  always  know  the  time  of  your  life 
and  looking  at  the  clock  may  perhaps  remind  you  of  it 

“ My  great-grandfather,  according  to  this  rule,  diet 
at  twelve  o’clock ; my  grandfather  at  eleven,  and  nr 
father  at  ten.  At  what  hour  you  and  I shall  die 
Humphrey,  is  only  known  to  Him  to  whom  all  thing! 
are  known.” 

Never  since  then  have  I heard  the  inquiry,  “ Wha 
o’clock  is  it  ?”  nor  do  I think  I have  ever  looked  at  the 
face  of  a clock,  without  being  reminded  of  the  words  o 
my  father. 

I know  not,  my  friends,  what  o’clock  it  may  be  witl 
you ; but  I know  very  well  what  time  it  is  with  my 
self ; and  if  I mean  to  do  anything  in  this  world 
which  hitherto  I have  neglected,  it  is  high  time  to  se 
about  it. 

The  words  of  my  father  have  given  a solemnity  t< 
the  dial-plate  of  a clock,  which,  perhaps,  it  never  wouli 
have  possessed  in  my  mind,  if  these  words  had  no 
been  spoken.  Look  about  you,  my  friends,  I earnestly 
entreat  you,  and  now  and  then  ask  yourselves  wha 
o’clock  it  is  with  you. 
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John  Adams,  the  second  President  of  the  United 
States,  used  to  relate  the  following  anecdote  : — 
“When  I was  a boy,  I used  to  study  the  Latin 
Grammar  ; but  it  was  dull,  and  I hated  it.  My  father 
was  anxious  to  send  me  to  college,  and  therefore  I 
] ^tudied  the  grammar  till  I could  bear  it  no  longer,  and 
£oing  to  my  father,  I told  him  I did  not  like  study, 
md  asked  for  some  other  employment.  It  was  oppos- 
ing his  wishes,  and  he  was  quick  in  his  answer. 
Well,  John,  if  Latin  grammar  does  not  suit  you,  you 
nay  try  ditching,  perhaps  that  will;  my  meadow 
yonder  needs  a ditch,  and  you  may  put  by  Latin  and 
;ry  that.'  This  seemed  a delightful  change,  and  to  the 
meadow  I went;  but  I soon  found  ditching  harder 
than  Latin,  and  the  first  forenoon  was  the  longest  I 
lad  ever  experienced.  That  day  I ate  the  bread  of 
iabor,  and  right  glad  was  I when  night  came  on. 
That  night  I made  some  comparison  between  Latin 
(l  md  ditching,  but  said  not  a word  about  it.  I dug 
^ aext  forenoon,  but  wanted  to  return  to  Latin  at  din- 
ler 5 but  it  was  humiliating,  and  I could  not  do  it. 
kt  night  toil  conquered  pride  ; and  though  it  was  one 
)f  the  severest  trials  I ever  had  in  my  life,  I told  my 
father  that  if  he  chose  I would  go  back  to  Latin 
grammar.  He  was  glad  of  it;  and  if  I have  since 
gained  any  distinction,  it  has  been  owing  to  the  two 
lays’  labor  in  that  abominable  ditch.” 

I Boys  may  learn  several  important  lessons  from  this 
story.  It  shows  how  little  they  oftentimes  appreciate 
heir  privileges.  Those  who  are  kept  at  study  fre- 
quently think  it  a hardship  needlessly  imposed  on 
'hem.  The  opportunity  of  pursuing  a liberal  course 
|)f  study  is  what  few  enjoy ; and  they  are  ungrateful 
vho  drag  themselves  to  it  as  an  intolerable  task. 
;^outh  may  also  learn,  from  this  anecdote,  how  much 
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better  their  parents  are  qualified  to  judge  of  these 
things  than  themselves.  If  John  Adams  had  conti- 
nued this  ditching  instead  of  his  Latin,  his  name  would 
not  probably  have  been  known  to  us.  But,  in  follow- 
ing the  path  marked  out  by  his  parents,  he  rose  to  the 
highest  honors  which  his  country  can  bestow. 


AMONG  THE  ICE 

Eor  some  hours  the  brig  proceeded  onward  with  a 
freshening  breeze,  winding  and  turning  in  order  to 
avoid  the  lumps  of  ice.  Many  of  the  smaller  pieces 
were  not  worth  turning  out  of  the  way  of,  the  mere 
weight  of  the  vessel  being  sufficient  to  push  them  aside, 

Up  to  this  time  they  had  succeeded  in  steering  clear 
of  everything  without  getting  a thump  ; but  they  got 
one  at  last,  which  astonished  those  among  the  crew 
who  had  not  been  in  the  ice  before.  The  captain, 
Gregory,  and  Dicey  were  seated  in  the  cabin  at  the 
time  taking  tea.  Ned  Dawkins,  the  steward,  an  active 
little  man,  was  bringing  in  a tea-pot  with  a second 
supply  of  tea.  In  his  left  hand  he  carried  a tray  of 
biscuit.  The  captain  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table. 
Dicey  at  the  foot,  and  the  doctor  at  the  side. 

Suddenly  a tremendous  shock  was  felt  I The  cap- 
tain’s cup  of  tea  leaped  from  him  and  flooded  th( 
centre  of  the  table.  The  doctor’s  cup  was  empty ; h( 
seized  the  table  with  both  hands  and  remained  steady 
but  Dicey’s  cup  happened  to  be  at  his  lips  at  th( 
moment,  and  was  quite  full.  The  effect  on  him  was 
unfortunate.  He  was  thrown  violently  on  his  back 
and  the  tea  poured  over  his  face  and  drenched  his  hail 
as  he  lay  sprawling  on  the  floor.  The  steward  savec 
himself  by  dropping  the  bread-tray  and  grasping  the 
handle  of  the  cabin  door.  So  violent  was  the  shock 
that  the  ship’s  bell  was  set  a-ringing. 
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i$e  i “Beg  pardon,  gentlemen,”  cried  the  first  mate, 
ii-  looking  down  the  skylight.  “ I forgot  to  warn  you. 
iH  I The  ice  is  getting  rather  thick  round  us,  and  I had  to 
it-  charge  a lump  of  it.” 

htj  i “ It ’s  all  very  well  to  beg  pardon,”  said  the  captain, 
“ but  that  won’t  mend  my  crockery  ! ” 

“ Or  dry  my  head,”  growled  Mr  Dicey,  “ it ’s  as  bad 
as  if  I ’d  been  dipt  overboard,  it  is.” 

! Before  Mr  Dicey’s  grumbling  remarks  were  finished, 
all  three  of  them  had  reached  the  deck.  The  wind 
i had  freshened  considerably,  and  the  brig  was  rushing 
2 in  a somewhat  alarming  manner  among  the  floes.  It 
to  required  the  most  careful  attention  to  prevent  her 
es  ; striking  heavily. 

re  “ If  it  goes  on  like  this  we  shall  have  to  reduce 
fe  sail,”  observed  the  captain.  “See, there  is  a neck  of 
a ice  ahead  that  will  stop  us.” 

ot  This  seemed  to  be  probable,  for  the  lane  of  water 
lfj  along  which  they  were  steering  was,  just  ahead  of 
n,  | them,  stopped  by  a neck  of  ice  that  connected  two 
is  { floe-pieces.  The  water  beyond  was  pretty  free  from 
ice,  but  this  neck  or  mass  seemed  so  thick  that  it 
became  a question  whether  they  should  venture  to 
charge  it  or  shorten  sail. 

“ Stand  by  the  fore  and  main-topsail  braces ! ” 
shouted  the  captain. 

“ Ay,  ay,  sir.” 

“ Now,  Mr  Mansell,”  said  he,  with  a smile,  “ we 
have  come  to  our  first  real  difficulty,  What  do  you 
advise  ? shall  we  back  the  topsails,  or  try  what  our 
little  Hope  is  made  of,  and  charge  the  enemy?” 

“ Charge  ! ” answered  the  mate. 

“ Just  so,”  said  the  captain,  hastening  to  the  bow  to 
direct  the  steersman.  “ Port  your  helm.” 

“ Steady.” 

The  brig  was  now  about  fifty  yards  from  the  neck 
of  ice,  tearing  through  the  water  like  a race-horse. 
In  another  moment  she  was  up  to  it,  and  struck  it  fair 
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in  the  middle.  The  stout  little  vessel  quivered  to  he 
keel  under  the  shock,  but  she  did  not  reooiL  Sh 
split  the  mass  into  fragments,  and,  bearing  down  al 
before  her,  sailed  like  a conqueror  into  the  clear  wate 
beyond. 

“Well  done  the  Hope!”  said  the  captain,  as  h 
walked  aft,  while  a cheer  burst  from  the  men. 

“I  think  she  ought  to  be  called  the  Good  Hop 
ever  after  this/'  said  Tom  Gregory.  “ If  she  cuts  he 
way  through  everything  as  easily  as  she  has  cu 
through  that  neck  of  ice,  we  shall  reach  the  Nortl 
Pole  itself  before  winter.” 

“ If  we  reach  the  North  Pole  at  all”  observed  M 
Dicey,  " I ’ll  climb  up  to  the  top  of  it,  and  stand  oi 
my  head,  I will ! ” 

The  second  mate  evidently  had  no  expectation  o 
reaching  that  mysterious  pole,  which  men  have  so  lon^ 
and  so  often  tried  to  find  in  vain. 

— E.  M.  Ballantyne. 


A CANADIAN  BOAT  SONG. 

Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime, 

Our  voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time  j 
Soon  as  the  woods  on  the  shore  look  dim, 

We  ’ll  sing  at  St  Anne’s  our  parting  hymn. 
Bow,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast, 

The  Bapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past. 

Why  should  we  yet  our  sail  unfurl  P 
There  is  not  a breath  the  blue  waves  to  curl ; 
But  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore, 

Oh,  sweetly  we  ’ll  rest  our  weary  oar. 

Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast, 

The  Bapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight 's  past 

Utawas’  tide ! this  trembling  moon 
Shall  see  us  float  over  thy  surges  soon. 
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Saint  of  this  green  isle  ! hear  our  prayers. 

Oh,  grant  us  cool  heavens,  and  favoring  airs. 
Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast. 

The  Bapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight 's  past. 

— T.  Moore, 
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A GHOST  STOBY. 


^ : One  night  those  of  us  who  had  just  been  relieved 
j from  watch  on  deck,  were  sitting  on  the  lockers  down 
1 below  telling  ghost  stories. 

]It  was  a dead  calm,  and  one  of  those  intensely  dark, 
hot  nights  that  cause  sailors  to  feel  uneasy,  they  scarce 
know  why.  I began  to  feel  so  uncomfortable  at  last, 
i listening  to  the  horrible  tales  which  Tom  Lokins  was 
| relating  to  the  men,  that  I slipt  away  from  them  with 
the  intention  of  going  on  deck.  I moved  so  quietly 
I that  no  one  observed  me  ; besides,  every  eye  was  fixed 
earnestly  on  Tom,  whose  deep  low  voice  was  the  only 
| sound  that  broke  the  stillness  of  all  around.  As  I was 
, going  very  cautiously  up  the  ladder  leading  to  the 
deck,  Tom  had  reached  that  part  of  his  story  where 
j the  ghost  was  just  appearing  in  a dark  churchyard, 

I dressed  in  white,  and  coming  slowly  forward,  one  step 
| at  a time,  towards  the  terrified  man  who  saw  it.  The 
j men  held  their  breath,  and  one  or  two  of  their  faces 
turned  pale  as  Tom  went  on  with  his  description,  lower- 
j ing  his  voice  to  a hoarse  whisper.  Just  as  I put  my 
j head  up  the  hatchway,  the  sheet  of  one  of  the  sails, 
i which  was  hanging  loose  in  the  still  air,  passed  gently 
I over  my  head  and  knocked  my  hat  off.  At  any  other 
time  I would  have  thought  nothing  of  this,  but  Tom’s 
I story  had  thrown  me  into  such  an  excited  and  nervous 
| condition  that  I gave  a start,  missed  my  footing,  uttered 
I a loud  cry,  and  fell  down  the  ladder  right  in  among 
the  men  with  a tremendous  crash,  knocking  oyer  two 
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or  three  oil-cans  and  a tin  bread-basket  in  my  fall,  ant 
upsetting  the  lantern,  so  that  the  place  was  instantly 
pitch  dark. 

I never  heard  such  a howl  of  terror  as  these  mei 
gave  vent  to  when  this  misfortune  befell  me.  The; 
rushed  upon  deck  with  their  hearts  in  their  mouths 
tumbling,  and  peeling  the  skin  off  their  shins  am 
knuckles  in  their  haste ; and  it  was  not  until  the; 
heard  the  laughter  of  the  watch  on  deck  that  the; 
breathed  freely,  and,  joining  in  the  laugh,  called  them 
selves  fools  for  being  frightened  by  a ghost  story, 
noticed,  however,  that,  for  all  their  pretended  indiffer 
ence,  there  was  not  one  man  among  them — not  eve] 
Tom  Lokins  himself — who  would  go  down  below  t 
re-light  the  lantern  for  at  least  a quarter  of  an  hou 
afterwards.  — R.  M.  Ballantyne. 


GRACE  DARLING. 


In  the  month  of  September,  in  the  year  1838,  the 
farskirc,  a steam-vessel,  proceeding  from  Hull 
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Hi  England  to  Dundee  in  Scotland,  encountered  some 
llj  i:  rough  weather  off  the  north  coast  of  England.  The 
vessel  not  being  strong,  and  the  machinery  of  the 
leu  steam-engine  being  defective,  she  was  wrecked  on  the 
lej  I rocks.  Many  of  the  crew  and  passengers  were  washed 
k ! off  the  deck  and  drowned.  In  a situation  of  such  great 
mi  | peril,  no  one  expected  to  escape. 
iej  j Early  in  the  morning,  the  family  who  dwelt  in  the 
ie  I North  Sunderland  lighthouse,  beheld  the  vessel  upon 
ffi  j the  rocks,  with  a powerful  sea  beating  upon  her, 

( which  threatened  her  with  complete  destruction.  Dar- 
ei  ling,  the  keeper  of  the  lighthouse,  would  fain  have 
« gone  in  his  boat  to  rescue  a few  of  the  distressed  pas- 
t i sengers,  but  he  despaired  of  carrying  his  little  bark 
)ii  through  such  a heavy  sea.  When  yielding  to  the 
difficulties  before  him,  he  was  encouraged  to  make  the 
attempt  by  his  daughter  Grace,  a girl  of  twenty-two 
years  of  age,  who  offered  to  accompany  him  and  work 
one  of  the  oars.  They  went ; they  reached  the  vessel ; 
nine  persons  trusted  their  lives  to  the  boat ; and,  in 
spite  of  the  raging  of  the  sea,  the  whole  party  arrived 
safely  at  the  lighthouse,  where  every  necessary  kind- 
ness was  shown  to  the  persons  who  had  been  rescued. 

As  no  other  persons  were  saved  from  the  wreck,  it 
may  be  concluded  that  these  would  have  perished,  had 
it  not  been  for  the  heroism  of  Grace  Darling,  who  was 
willing  to  risk  her  own  life  rather  than  allow  so  many 
fellow-creatures  to  sink  before  her  eyes,  without  an 
effort  being  made  in  their  behalf.  The  generous  con- 
duct of  this  young  woman  attracted  much  attention. 
Her  praises  were  for  a time  in  every  mouth.  Artists 
flocked  to  her  lonely  dwelling  to  take  her  portrait, 
and  depict  the  scene  in  which  she  had  been  engaged. 
A sum  exceeding  five  hundred  pounds,  collected  by 
subscription,  was  presented  to  her ; and  some  of  the 
most  eminent  persons  in  the  land  wrote  letters  to  her, 
containing  warm  expressions  of  regard. 

It  is  probable  that  her  name  and  her  heroic  act  will 
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not  soon  be  forgotten  ; for  less  admirable  actions  wliicl 
took  place  several  thousand  years  ago  are  still  rel 
membered.  Yet  this  excellent  girl,  as  modest  as  sh 
was  brave,  was  heard  to  remark  that  she  never  wouL 
have  supposed  she  had  done  anything  surprising,  if  he 
conduct  had  not  been  so  much  spoken  of  by  others. 


FEMALE  HEROISM. 

Upon  the  banks  of  the  River  Elkhorn,  in  the  State  o 
Kentucky,  there  was  once  a stockade  fort  to  which  th 
settlers  frequently  resorted  as  a place  of  refuge  fron 
the  savages.  Its  gallant  defence  by  a handful  o 
pioneers  against  the  allied  Indians  of  Ohio,  led  by  tw( 
renegade  white  men,  was  one  of  the  most  desperate 
affairs  in  the  Indian  wars  of  the  West. 

The  pioneers  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  their  ap 
proach,  when,  in  a moment,  a thousand  rifles  gleamec 
in  the  cornfields  one  summer’s  night.  That  very  even- 
ing the  garrison  had  chanced  to  gather  under  arms,  tc 
march  to  the  relief  of  another  station  that  was  similarly 
invested.  It  was  a fearful  moment:  an  hour  earlier 
and  the  pioneers  would  have  been  cut  off ; an  horn 
later,  and  their  defenceless  wives  and  daughters  must 
have  been  butchered  or  carried  into  captivity,  while 
their  natural  protectors  were  hurrying  to  the  rescue  of 
others.  The  Indians  saw  at  a glance  that  the  moment 
was  not  favorable  to  them  ; and  having  failed  in  sur- 
prising the  Kentuckians,  they  attempted  to  decoy  them 
from  their  fastness  by  presenting  themselves  in  small 
parties  before  it.  The  whites  were  too  wise  to  risk  a 
battle  till  help  should  arrive,  so  they  resolved  to  stand 
a siege.  But  the  fort,  which  was  merely  a collection  of 
log  cabins  arranged  in  a hollow  square,  was  unhappily 
not  supplied  with  water,  and  the  besieged  were  aware 
that  the  enemy  had  concealed  his  real  force  in  ambush 
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near  a neighboring  spring.  The  sagacity  of  a back- 
woodsman is  sometimes  more  than  a match  for  the 
cunning  of  an  Indian ; and  the  heroism  of  a woman 
may  baffle  the  address  of  a warrior.  The  females  of 
the  station  determined  to  supply  it  with  water  from 
' this  very  spring.  But  how  \ Woman’s  wit  never  de- 
vised a bolder  expedient,  and  woman’s  fortitude  never 
carried  one  more  hazardous  into  successful  execution. 
These  brave  women,  being  in  the  habit  of  fetching 
the  water  every  morning,  saw  that  if  armed  men  were 
now  to  take  that  duty  upon  them,  the  Indians  would  see 
that  their  ambuscade  had  been  discovered,  and  instantly 
commence  the  assault,  which,  in  that  case,  it  would  be 
useless  to  protract. 

Morning  came,  and  the  random  shots  of  the  decoy 
party  were  returned  with  a quick  fire  from  one  side  of 
the  fort,  while  the  women  issued  from  the  other,  as  if 
they  apprehended  no  enemy  in  that  quarter.  Could 
anything  be  more  appalling  than  the  task  before  them  ? 
But  they  shrink  not  from  it;  they  move  carelessly  from 
the  gate ; they  advance  with  composure  in  a body  to 
the  spring;  they  are  within  shot  of  five  hundred 
warriors.  The  slightest  alarm  will  betray  them ; if 
they  show  any  consciousness  of  their  thrilling  situation, 
their  doom  is  inevitable.  But  their  nerves  do  not 
shrink ; they  wait  calmly  for  each  other  till  each  fills 
her  bucket  in  succession.  The  Indians  are  completely 
deceived,  and  not  a shot  is  fired.  The  band  of  heroines 
retrace  their  steps  with  steady  feet ; their  movements 
soon  become  more  agitated;  and  are  at  last  hurried. 
But  tradition  says  that  the  only  water  spilt  was  as 
their  buckets  crowded  together  in  passing  the  gate. 

A sheet  of  living  fire  from  the  garrison,  and  the 
shrieks  of  the  wounded  Indians  around  the  spring, 
was  at  once  a signal  that  the  women  were  safe,  and 
of  the  triumph  of  the  white  men.  Insane  with 
wrath  to  be  thus  outwitted,  the  foe  rushed  from 
his  covert,  and  advanced  with  fury  upon  the 
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rifles  of  the  pioneers.  But  who  could  conquer  th< 
fathers  and  brothers  of  such  women?  The  Indian 
were  foiled,  and  they  withdrew  their  forces;  but  oi 
counting  the  number  of  their  slain,  they  burned  witl 
vengeance,  and  rallied  once  more  to  the  fight.  The^ 
were  again  and  again  repulsed.  Assistance  at  las 
came  to  the  pioneers,  and  the  savages  were  compellet 
to  retreat  to  their  wildwood  haunts  once  more. 

— C.  F.  Hoffman. 


BRAVE  JOHN  MAYNARD. 


John  was  well  known  as  a sturdy,  intelligent,  and  God 
fearing  pilot  on  Lake  Erie.  He  had  charge  of  i 
steamer  from  Detroit  to  Buffalo  one  summer  afternoon 
At  that  time  these  steamers  seldom  carried  boats. 
Smoko  was  seen  ascending  from  below,  and  the  cap 
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I tain  called  out,  “ Simpson,  go  down  and  see  what  that 
M smoke  is.” 

Simpson  came  up  with  his  face  as  pale  as  ashes,  and 
aid — “ Captain,  the  ship  is  on  fire !” 

Tire ! fire ! fire  ! fire ! instantly  resounded  in  all  direc- 
tions. All  hands  were  called  up.  Buckets  of  water 
were  dashed  upon  the  flames,  but  in  vain.  There  Were 
Large  quantities  of  resin  and  tar  on  board,  and  it  was 
useless  to  try  and  save  the  ship.  The  passengers  rushed 
forward  and  inquired  of  the  pilot,  “ How  far  are  we 
from  land?” 

“ Seven  miles.'” 

“How  long  before  we  reach  it?” 

“ Three-quarters  of  an  hour  at  our  present  rate  of 
steam.” 

“ Is  there  any  danger  ?” 

“ Danger  enough  here — see  the  smoke  bursting  out ! 
Go  forward  if  you  would  save  your  lives !” 

Passengers  and  crew,  men,  women,  and  children, 
crowded  to  the  forward  part  of  the  ship.  John  May- 
nard stood  at  his  post.  The  flames  burst  forth  in  a 
sheet  of  fire  ; clouds  of  smoke  arose ; the  captain  cried 
out  through  his  trumpet,  “John  Maynard  !” 

“Ay,  ay,  sir!”  responded  the  brave  tar. 

“ How  does  she  head  ! ” 

“ South-east  by  east,  sir.” 

“ Head  her  south-east,  and  run  her  on  shore.” 
Nearer,  nearer,  yet  nearer  she  approached  the  shore. 
Again  the  captain  cried  out,  “ John  Maynard  !”  The 
response  came  feebly,  “ Ay,  ay,  sir ! ” 

“ Can  you  hold  on  five  minutes  longer,  Jokn  V* 

“-By  God’s  help  I will!” 

The  old  man’s  hair  was  scorched  from  the  scalp  .;  one 
hand  was  disabled,  and  his  teeth  were  set,  yet  he  stood 
firm  as  a rock.  He  beached  the  ship ; every  man, 
woman,  and  child  was  saved,  as  John  Maynard  dropped 
overboard,  and  his  spirit  took  its  flight  to  his  God. 
Noble  John  Maynard!  — J.  B.  Gough. 
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CASABIANCA. 

[Casabianca,  a boy  about  thirteen  years  old,  son  of  the  Admiral 
of  the  French  fleet,  remained  at  his  post,  in  the  Battle 
of  the  Nile,  after  his  ship,  the  “ Orient,”  had  caught  fire, 
and  after  all  the  guns  had  been  abandoned.  He  perished 
in  the  explosion  of  the  vessel,  when  the  flames  had  reached 
the  powder  magazine.  Vide  “Battle  of  the  Nile,”  p.  298J 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 
Whence  all  but  he  had  fled  ; 

The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck, 

Shone  round  him  o’er  the  dead. 

Yet  beautiful  and  bright  he  stood. 

As  born  to  rule  the  storm  ; 

A creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A proud,  though  child-like  form. 

The  flames  roll’d  on — he  would  not  go 
Without  his  father’s  word ; 

That  father,  faint  in  death  below 
His  voice  no  longer  heard. 

He  call’d  aloud : — " Say,  Father,  say 
If  yet  my  task  is  done  V* 

He  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 
Unconscious  of  his  son. 

* Speak,  Father  1 ” once  again  he  cried, 

“ If  I may  yet  be  gone ! n 

And  but  the  booming  shots  replied. 

And  fast  the  flames  roll’d  on. 

Upon  his  brow  he  felt  their  breath. 

And  in  his  waving  hair, 

And  look’d  from  that  lone  p09t  of  death, 

In  still,  yet  brave  despair. 
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And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud* 

“ My  Father ! must  I stay?” 

While  o’er  him  fast,  through  sail  and  shroud* 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendor  wild, 

They  caught  the  flag  on  high. 

And  stream’d  above  the  gallant  child, 

Like  banners  in  the  sky. 

There  came  a burst  of  thunder  sound— 

The. boy — oh!  where  was  he? 

Ask  of  the  winds  that  far  around 
With  fragments  strew’d  the  sea. 

With  mast,  and  helm,  and  pennon  fair. 

That  well  had  borne  their  part ! 

But  the  noblest  thing  that  perish’d  there 
Was  that  young  faithful  heart. 

—Mrs  Hemane 
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PART  II. 


DROWNING  THE  SQUIRREL. 

When  I was  about  six  years  old,  as  I was  going  ter 
school  one  morning,  a ground  squirrel  ran  into  its  hole 
in  the  path  before  me.  I thought,  now  I will  have 
fine  fun.  As  there  was  a stream  of  water  just  at 
hand,  I diltermined  to  pour  water  into  the  hole  till 
it  should  be  full,  and  force  the  little  animal  up,  so  that 
I might  kill  it.  I got  a trough  from  beside  a sugar- 
maple,  used  for  catching  the  sweet  sap,  and  was  soon 
pouring  the  water  in  on  the  poor  squirrel  I could 
hear  it  struggling  to  get  up,  and  said,  “ Ah,  my  fellow, 
I will  soon  have  you  out  now.” 

Just  then  I heard  a voice  behind  me,  “Well,  my 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


81 


boy,  what  have  you  got  in  there  ? ” I turned  and  saw 
one  of  my  neighbors,  a good  old  man.  with  long  white 
locks*  that  had  seen  sixty  winters.  “Why/'  said  I,  “I 
have  a ground  squirrel  in  here,  and  am  going  to  drown 
him  out/’ 

Said  he,  " Jonathan,  when  I was  a little  boy,  more 
than  fifty  years  ago,  I was  engaged  one  day  just  as  you 
are,  drowning  a ground  squirrel ; and  an  old  man  like 
jme  came  along,  and  said  to  me,  * You  are  a little  boy ; 
mow,  if  you  were  down  in  a narrow  hole  like  that,  and 
I should  come  along  and  pour  water  down  on  you  to 
Idrown  you,  would  not  you  think  I was  cruel?  God 
made  that  little  squirrel,  and  life  is  sweet  to  it  as  it  is 
'to  you;  and  why  will  you  torture  to  death  a little 
[innocent  creature  that  Gotl  has  made  V”  He  said, 
“ I never  have  forgotten  that,  and  never  shall.  I never 
have  killed  any  harmless  creature  for  fun  since.  Now, 
!my  dear  boy,  I want  you  to  bear  this  in  mind  while 
you  live,  and  when  tempted  to  kill  any  poor  little  inno- 
|cent  animal  or  bird,  remember  that  God  does  not  allow 
i us  to  kill  His  creatures  for  fun.” 

! More  than  forty  years  have  since  passed,  and  I have 
never  forgotten  what  the  good  man  said,  nor  have  I 
ever  since  killed  even  the  least  animal  for  amusement. 
Now  you  see  it  is  ninety  years  since  this  advice  was 
first  given,  and  it  has  not  lost  its  influence  yet.  How 
many  little  creatures  it  has  saved  from  being  tortured 
to  death  I cannot  tell,  but  I have  no  doubt  a great 
number,  and  I believe  my  whole  life  has  been  influ- 
enced by  it.  — J.  C. 


ANIMAL  TRAINING, 

Francesco  Michelo  was  the  only  son  of  a carpenter, 
who  resided  at  Tempio,  a town  in  the  island  of  Sardinia. 
He  had  two  sisters  younger  than  himself,  and  was  only 
ten  years  old  when  a fire,  which  broke  out  in  the  house 
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of  liis  father,  reduced  it  to  ashes,  and  the  unfortunat 
carpenter  was  burnt  to  death.  The  family  was  com 
pletely  ruined  by  this  frightful  event,  and  forced  t< 
implore  the  charity  of  strangers  iu  order  to  supph 
their  pressing  wants. 

At  length,  tired  of  his  vain  attempts  tu  support  hii 
mother  by  the  forced  kindness  of  others,  and  grievei 
at  seeing  her  and  his  sisters  pining  in  want  before  hii 
eyes,  necessity  and  tenderness  conspired  to  urge  him  t< 
exertion  and  ingenuity.  He  made  with  laths  a cage  o 
considerable  dimensions,  and  furnished  it  with  every 
thing  needful  for  the  reception  of  birds;  and  whet 
spring  returned  he  proceeded  to  the  woods  in  th< 
vicinity  of  Tempio,  and  set  himself  industriously  t( 
secure  their  nests  of  young.  As  he  was  active  anc 
skilful  at  the  task,  it  was  not  long  before  he  becam< 
tolerably  successful.  He  climbed  from  tree  to  tree 
and  seldom  returned  without  his  cage  being  well  storec 
with  chaffinches,  linnets,  blackbirds,  wrens,  ringdoves 
and  pigeons.  Every  week,  Francesco  and  his  sisters 
carried  their  little  favorites  to  the  market  of  Sussari 
and  generally  disposed  of  those  which  were  most 
attractive  and  beautiful  Still,  all  the  assistance  they 
were  able  to  procure  for  their  mother  was  far  from 
being  enough  to  supply  her  wants.  In  this  difficulty, 
Francesco  conceived  a new  and  original  method  of  in- 
creasing his  gains.  Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention. 
He  thought  of  no  less  a project  than  to  train  a young 
Angora  cat  to  live  harmlessly  in  the  midst  of  his 
favorite  songsters.  Such  is  the  force  of  habit,  such 
the  power  ot  training,  that,  at  last,  he  taught  the  mortal 
enemy  of  his  winged  pets  to  live,  to  drink,  to  eat,  and 
to  sleep  in  the  midst  of  his  little  charges,  without  once 
attempting  to  devour  or  injure  them.  The  cat,  which 
he  called  Bianca,  suffered  the  little  birds  to  play  all 
kinds  of  tricks  with  her,  and  never  did  she  show  her 
claws,  or  offer  to  hurt  her  companions. 

He  even  went  further : for,  not  content  with  teaching 
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them  merely  to  live  in  peace  and  happiness  together, 
he  instructed  the  cat  and  the  little  birds  to  play  a kind 
of  game,  in  which  each  learned  to  perform  readily  its 
own  part.  Puss  was  instructed  to  curl  herself  into  a 
circle,  with  her  head  between  her  paws,  and  appear 
buried  in  sleep.  The  cage  was  then  opened,  and  the 
playful  birds  rushed  out  upon  her,  and  tried  to  awaken 
her  by  repeated  strokes  of  their  beaks  ; then,  dividing 
into  two  parties,  they  attacked  her  head  and  her 
whiskers,  while  the  gentle  animal  never  once  appeared 
to  take  the  least  notice  of  their  gambols.  At  other 
times  she  would  seat  herself  in  the  middle  of  the  cage, 
and  begin  to  smooth  her  fur,  and  purr  with  great 
gentleness  and  satisfaction.  The  birds  would  some- 
times even  settle  on  her  back,  or  sit  like  a crown  upon 
her  head,  chirruping  and  singing  as  if  in  all  the  secur- 
ity of  a shady  wood. 

The  sight  of  a sleek  and  beautiful  cat  seated  calmly 
in  the  midst  of  a cage  of  birds  was  so  new  and  un- 
expected, that,  when  Francesco  exhibited  it  at  the  fair 
of  Sussari,  he  was  surrounded  instantly  by  a crowd  of 
admiring  spectators.  Their  astonishment  knew  scarcely 
any  bounds  when  they  heard  him  call  each  feathered 
favorite  by  its  name,  and  saw  it  fly  quickly  towards 
him,  till  all  were  perched  contentedly  on  his  head,  his 
arms,  and  his  fingers. 

Delighted  with  his  ingenuity,  the  spectators  rewarded 
him  liberally  ; and  Francesco  returned  in  the  evening, 
his  little  heart  swelling  with  joy,  to  lay  before  his 
mother  a sum  of  money  which  would  suffice  to  support 
her  many  months. 

This  ingenious  boy  next  trained  some  young  part- 
ridges, one  of  which  became  exceedingly  attached  to 
him.  This  partridge,  which  he  called  Kosoletta,  on  one 
occasion  did  good  service.  A beautiful  goldfinch  had 
strayed  from  its  cage,  and  was  lost  in  a neighboring 
garden.  Francesco  was  in  despair  at  the  loss,  because 
it  was  a good  performer,  and  he  had  promised  it  to 
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the  (laughter  of  a lady  from  whom  he  had  received 
much  kindness.  On  the  sixth  morning  after  the  gold- 
finch had  escaped,  Rosoletta,  the  tame  and  intelligent 
partridge,  was  seen  chasing  the  truant  bird  before  "her, 
along  the  top  of  the  lime  trees  towards  home  ; after- 
wards she  led  the  way  by  little  and  little  before  him, 
and  at  length,  getting  him  home,  seated  him,  in  appar- 
ent disgrace,  in  a corner  of  the  aviary,  whilst  she  flew 
from  side  to  side  in  triumph  at  her  success. 

Francesco  was  now  happy  and  contented,  since,  by 
his  own  industry  and  exertions,  he  was  enabled  .to 
support  his  mother  and  sisters.  Unfortunately,  how- 
ever, in  the  midst  of  all  his  happiness,  he  was  suddenly 
tom  from  them  by  a very  grievous  accident.  He  was 
one  evening  engaged  in  gathering  a species  of  mush- 
room very  common  in  the  southern  countries  of  Europe; 
but  not  being  able  to  distinguish  the  true  mushroom 
from  the  toadstool,  he  ate  of  the  latter  to  excess,  and 
died  in  a few  days,  in  spite  of  every  remedy  which  skill 
could  apply.  During  the  three  days  of  Francesco’s  ill- 
ness, his  birds  flew  incessantly  round  and  round  his 
bed;  some  lying  sadly  upon  his  pillow;  others  flitting 
backwards  and  forwards  above  his  head ; a few  uttering 
brief  but  plaintive  cries,  and  all  taking  scarcely  any 
nourishment. 

The  death  of  Francesco  showed  in  a remarkable 
manner  what  affections  may  be  excited  in  animals  by 
a course  of  gentle  treatment.  Francesco’s  birds  ap- 
peared to  be  sensible  of  the  loss  of  a benefactor ; but 
none  of  his  feathered  favorites  showed  at  his  death 
such  real  and  disconsolate  grief  as  Rosoletta.  When 
poor  Francesco  was  placed  in  his  coffin,  she  flew  round 
it,  and  at  last  perched  upon  the  lid.  In  vain  they 
several  times  removed  her : she  still  returned ; and 
even  persisted  in  accompanying  the  funeral  procession 
to  the  cemetery.  During  the  burial  she  sat  upon  a 
neighboring  cypress,  to  watch  where  they  laid  the  re- 
mains of  her  friend  ; and  when  the  crowd  had  departed, 
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she  forsook  the  spot  no  more,  except  to  return  to  the 
cottage  of  his  mother  for  her  accustomed  food.  While 
she  lived,  she  came  daily  to  perch  and  to  sleep  upon 
the  turret  of  the  chapel,  which  looked  upon  his  grave. 
Here  she  lived,  and  here  she  died  about  four  months 
after  the  death  of  her  beloved  master. 

— Chambers's  Miscellany. 


THE  DOG. 

! The  dog  stands  to  man  in  the  relation  both  of  a valu- 
able servant  and  an  engaging  companion.  In  many 
employments,  especially  those  of  shepherds  and  herds- 
men, he  performs  services  of  great  importance,  such 
las  could  not  be  supplied  without  him.  In  those  sports 
of  the  field,  such  as  hunting  and  shooting,  which  many 
persons  pursue  with  such  eagerness,  the  assistance  of 
|the  dog  is  essential  to  success.  By  his  keenness  of 
scent  he  discovers  the  game,  and  by  his  swiftness  of 
foot  he  runs  it  down.  There  is  no  period  of  time  re- 
corded by  history  in  which  we  do  not  find  the  dog  the 
friend  and  the  servant  of  man ; nor  is  there  any  litera- 
ture which  does  not  contain  some  tribute  to  his  faith- 
fulness and  sagacity. 

! A long  course  of  training,  and  peculiar  modes  of 
breeding  and  rearing,  have  divided  the  canine  race  into 
pearly  a hundred  varieties,  many  of  which  show  marked 
differences  in  size  and  appearance.  The  savage  bull- 
dog seems  hardly  to  belong  to  the  same  race  as  the 
{delicate  lap-dog,  that  sleeps  on  the  rug,  and  is  washed 
and  combed  by  its  fair  mistress  almost  as  carefully  as 
an  infant.  The  swift  and  slim  greyhound  looks  very 
(little  like  the  sturdy  and  square-built  mastiff.  But 
{there  are  certain  marks  of  character,  which,  in  a greater 
or  less  degree,  are  common  to  all  the  kinds.  Sagacity, 
(docility,  benevolence,  a capacity  to  receive  instruction, 
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and  attachment  to  his  master’s  person,  are  qualities 
"which  belong  to  the  whole  race. 

Many  instances  have  been  recorded  in  which  persons 
have  been  saved  from  drowning  by  dogs,  especially  by 
those  of  the  Newfoundland  breed,  which  have  a natural 
love  for  the  water.  A gentleman  connected  with  the 
Newfoundland  fishery,  was  once  possessed  of  a dog  of 
singular  fidelity  and  sagacity.  On  one  occasion  a boat 
and  a crew  in  his  employ  were  in  circumstances  of  con- 
siderable peril,  just  outside  a line  of  breakers,  which, 
owing  to  some  change  in  wind  or  weather,  had,  since 
the  departure  of  the  boat,  rendered  the  return  passage 
through  them  most  hazardous. 

The  spectators  bn  shore  were  quite  unable  to  render 
any  assistance  to  their  friends  afloat.  Much  time  had 
been  spent,  and  the  danger  seemed  to  increase  rather 
than  diminish.  Our  friend,  the  dog,  looked  on  for  a 
length  of  time,  evidently  aware  of  there  being  a great 
cause  for  anxiety  in  those  around.  Presently,  however, 
he  took  to  the  water,  and  made  his  way  through  the 
raging  waves  to  the  boat.  The  crew  supposed  he 
wished  to  join  them,  and  made  various  attempts  to  in- 
duce him  to  come  aboard ; but  no,  he  would  not  go 
within  their  reach,  but  continued  swimming  about  at 
a short  distance  from  the  boat.  After  a while,  and 
several  comments  on  the  peculiar  conduct  of  the  dog, 
one  of  the  hands  suddenly  divined  his  apparent  mean- 
ing, " Give  him  the  end  of  a rope he  said,  “ that  is 
what  he  wants.1’  The  rope  was  thrown,  the  dog  seized 
the  end  in  an  instant,  turned  round,  and  made  straight 
for  the  shore,  where,  a few  minutes  afterwards,  boat 
and  crew — thanks  to  the  intelligence  of  their  four- 
footed  friend — were  placed  safe  and  sound ! 

One  of  the  magistrates  at  Harbor  Grace,  in  New- 
foundland, had  an  old  dog  of  the  regular  web-footed 
species,  peculiar  to  that  island,  which  was  in  the  habit 
of  carrying  a lantern  before  his  master,  at  night,  as 
steadily  as  the  most  attentive  servant  could  do,  stopping 
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5 hort  when  his  master  made  a stop,  and  proceeding 
mien  he  saw  him  disposed  to  follow.  If  his  master 
5 pas  absent  from  home,  and  the  lantern  being  fixed  to 
! iis  mouth,  the  command  given,  “ Go  fetch  thy  master,” 
1 >e  would  immediately  set  off,  and  proceed  directly  to 
J he  town,  which  lay  at  the  distance  of  more  than  a mile 
f ;om  his  master’s  residence;  he  would  then  stop  at 
t !very  house  which  he  knew  his  master  was  in  the 
• iabit  of  frequenting,  and,  laying  down  his  lantern, 
, prowl,  and  strike  the  door  until  it  was  opened  ; if  his 
! ciaster  was  not  there,  he  would  proceed  further  in  the 
5 ame  manner  until  he  had  found  him.  If  he  had  ac- 
ompanied  him  only  once  into  a house,  this  was  sufficient 
r |o  induce  him  to  take  that  house  in  his  round. 

1 — British  Workman, 


[ 

» 


FIDELITY. 


8 i A barking  sound  the  shepherd  hears, 

6 A cry  as  of  a dog  or  fox ; 

■ He  halts  and  searches  with  his  eye 
8 Among  the  scatter’d  rocks  ; 
it  And  now  at  distance  can  discern 
d i A stirring  in  a brake  of  fern ; 

!i  | And  instantly  a dog  is  seen, 

i- 1 j Glancing  through  that  covert  green. 

j ! The  dog  is  not  of  mountain  breed  ; 
t Its  motions,  too,  are  wild  and  shy  ; 

( ! With  something,  as  the  shepherd  thinks, 
, I ! Unusual  in  its  cry : 

Nor  is  there  any  one  in  sight 
, l All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height ; 
j Nor  shout  nor  whistle  strikes  his  ear ; 
What  is  the  creature  doing  here  ? 

j i It  was  a cove,  a huge  recess, 
j That  keeps,  till  June,  December's  snow; 
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A lofty  precipice  in  front, 

A silent  tarn  below  ; 

Far  in  the  bosom  of  Helvellyn, 

Remote  from  public  road  or  dwelling; 
Pathway,  or  cultivated  land  ; 

From  trace  of  human  foot  or  hand. 

There  sometimes  doth  a leaping  fish 
Send  through  the  tarn  a lonely  cheer  ; 
The  crags  repeat  the  raven’s  croak. 

In  symphony  austere ; 

Thither  the  rainbow  comes,  the  cloud — 
And  mists,  that  spread  the  flying  shroud. 
And  sunbeams  ; and  the  sounding  blast. 
That,  if  it  could,  would  hurry  past ; 

But  that  enormous  barrier  holds  it  fast 

Not  free  from  boding  thoughts,  awhile 
The  shepherd  stood,  then  makes  his  way 
O’er  rocks  and  stones,  following  the  dog 
As  quickly  as  he  may ; 

Nor  far  had  gone  before  he  found 
A human  skeleton  on  the  ground ; 

The  appall’d  discoverer  with  a sigh 
Looks  round  to  learn  the  history. 

From  those  abrupt  and  perilous  rocks- 
The  man  had  fallen,  that  place  of  fear  ! 
At  length  upon  the  shepherd’s  mind 
It  breaks,  and  all  is  clear : 

He  iustantly  recall’d  the  name. 

And  who  he  was,  and  whence  he  came, 
Remember’d,  too,  the  very  day 
On  which  the  traveller  pass’d  that  way. 

But  here  a wonder  for  whose  sake 
This  lamentable  tale  I tell ! 

A lasting  monument  of  words 
This  wonder  merits  well. 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


89 


The  dog,  which  still  was  hovering  nigh, 
Eepeating  the  same  timid  cry, 

This  dog  had  been  through  three  months'  space 
A dweller  in  that  savage  place. 

Yes,  proof  was  plain  that  since  the  day 
When  this  ill-fated  traveller  died. 

The  dog  had  watch’d  about  the  spot. 

Or  by  his  master’s  side  : 

How  nourish’d  there  through  that  long  time, 
He  knows  who  gave  that  love  sublime  ; 

And  gave  that  strength  of  feeling  great, 

Above  all  human  estimate. 

— Wordsworth. 


THE  NEWFOUNDLAND  DOG’S  REVENGE. 


I was  always  fond  of  dogs.  Goldsmith,  in  his  touch- 
ing and  eloquent  plea  for  the  dog,  in  alluding  to  a 
sort  of  mania  for  dog-killing,  which  prevailed  at  the 
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time  of  which  he  speaks,  in  consequence  of  an  unrea- 
sonable apprehension  of  hydrophobia,  says,  among 
other  fine  things,  that  the  dog  is  the  only  animal  which 
will  leave  his  own  kind  voluntarily  to  follow  man.  It 
is  true,  and  the  truth  should  bind  man  to  be  the  dog’s 
protector  and  friend. 

The  American  brig  Cecilia , Captain  Symmes,  on  one 
of  her  voyages,  had  on  board  a splendid  specimen  of 
the  Newfoundland  breed,  named  Napoleon,  and  his 
magnificent  size  and  proportions,  his  intelligent  head, 
broad,  white  feet,  and  white-tipped  tail,  the  rest  of  his 
body  being  black,  made  him  as  remarkable  as  his  peer- 
less namesake,  who  would,  no  doubt,  have  been  proud 
to  possess  him. 

Captain  Symmes,  however,  was  not  partial  to  ani- 
mals of  any  kind,  and  had  an  unaccountable  and  es- 
pecial repugnance  to  dogs — so  much  so,  indeed,  as  if 
all  his  ancestors  had  died  of  hydrophobia,  and  he 
dreaded  to  be  bitten  like  his  unfortunate  predecessors. 

This  dislike  he  one  day  manifested  in  a shocking 
manner ; for  Napoleon  had  several  times  entered  his 
room,  and,  by  wagging  his  great  banner  of  a tail, 
knocked  paper  and  ink  off  his  dgsk.  On  the  next 
occasion,  the  captain  seized  a knife  and  cut  the  poor 
animal’s  tail  off. 

The  dog’s  yell  brought  his  master  to  the  spot,  and, 
seeing  the  calamity  and  the  author  of  it,  without  a 
moment’s  hesitation  he  fcdled  Captain  Symmes  to  the 
cabin  floor,  with  a sledge-hammer  blow,  which,  had  it 
hit  the  temple,  would  have  for  ever  prevented  him  from 
cutting  off  any  more  dogs’  tails. 

The  result  was  that  Lancaster  was  put  in  irons, 
from  which  he,  however,  was  soon  released.  Captain 
Symmes  repented  his  cruel  deed  on  learning  that 
Napoleon  had  once  saved  his  owner’s  life. 

The  white  shark,  as  all  my  nautical  friends  are  well 
aware,  is  one  of  the  largest  of  sharks.  It  averages 
over  twenty,  and  I have  seen  one  twenty-seven  and 
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,-half  feet  long.  It  is  generally  considered  to  be  the 
lercest  and  most  formidable  of  sharks. 

But  a few  days  elapsed  after  this  catastrophe  of  poor 
Napoleon,  ere  he  became  the  hero  of  a more  thrilling 
ccurrence,  the  very  thought  of  which  has  often  filled 
pe  with  horror.  During  the  interval,  the  noble  beast 
iras  not  at  all  backward  in  exhibiting  his  wrath  at  the 
laptain,  by  his  growls,  whenever  he  approached.  In 
tain  did  his  master,  fearful  for  the  life  of  his  dog,  essay 
o check  these  signs  of  his  anger.  Captain  Symmes, 
lowever,  made  allowance,  and  offered  no  further  harm 
o him. 

One  morning,  as  the  captain  was  standing  on  the 
lowsprit,  he  lost  his  footing  and  fell  overboard,  the 
Cecilia  then  running  at  about  fifteen  knots.  “ Man 
iverboard ! Captain  Symmes  overboard ! ” was  the 
Jry,  and  all  rushed  to  get  out  the  boat  as  they  saw  a 
fwimmer  striking  out  for  the  brig,  which  was  at  once 
rounded  to ; and  as  they  felt  especially  apprehensive 
m account  of  the  white  sharks  in  those  waters,  they 
Regarded  his  situation  with  the  most  painful  solici- 
Slde. 


By  the  time  the  boat  touched  the  water,  their  worst 
fears  were  realised ; for  at  some  distance  behind  the 
swimmer  they  beheld,  advancing  toward  him,  the  fish 
fiiost  dreaded  in  those  waters. 

j “Hurry  ! hurry,  men,  or  we  shall  be  too  late  1”  ex- 
plaimed  the  mate.  “ What’s  that  ? ” The  splash  which 
paused  this  inquiry  was  occasioned  by  the  plunge  of 
Napoleon  into  the  sea.  The  noble  animal,  having  been 
patching  the  cause  of  the  tumult  from  the  captain’s 
(fall,  had  heard  the  shout,  and  for  a few  moments  had 
Rented  his  feelings  in  deep  growls,  as  if  he  was  con- 
scious of  the  peril  of  his  enemy,  and  gratified  at  it. 

His  growls,  however,  were  soon  changed  into  those 
whines  of  sympathy  which  so  often  show  the  attach- 
ment of  the  dog  to  man,  when  the  latter  is  in  danger. 
At  last  he  plunged,  and  rapidly  made  his  way  toward 
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the  now  nearly  exhausted  captain,  who,  aware  of  lii 
double  danger,  and  being  but  a passable  swirame] 
made  fainter  and  fainter  strokes,  while  his  adversar 
closed  rapidly  upon  him. 

“ Pull,  boys,  for  the  dear  life ! ” was  the  shout  of  th 
mate,  as  the  boat  now  followed  the  dog.  Slowly  th 
fatigued  swimmer  made  his  way ; ever  and  anon  hi 
head  sank  in  the  waves,  and  behind  him  the  back  o 
the  voracious  animal  told  him  what  fearful  progress  h 
was  making,  while  Lancaster,  in  the  bow  of  the  boat 
stood  with  a knife  in  his  upraised  hand,  watching  al 
temately  the  captain  and  his  pursuer  and  the  faithfu 
animal  which  had  saved  his  own  life. 

There  was  a fixed  look  of  determination  in  his  face 
which  convinced  all  that,  should  the  dog  become  a sac 
rifice  to  the  shark,  Lancaster  would  revenge  his  death 
if  possible,  even  at  the  risk  of  his  own  life. 

“What  a swimmer!”  exclaimed  the  men,  wh( 
marked  the  speed  of  the  animal.  “ The  shark  will  hav<  ‘ 
one  or  both  if  we  don’t  do  our  best.”  The  scene 
was  of  short  duration.  Ere  the  boat  could  over- 
take the  dog,  the  enormous  shark  had  arrived  within 
three  oars’-length  of  the  captain,  and  suddenly  turnec 
over  on  his  back,  preparatory  to  dartmg  on  the  sink- 
ing man  and  receiving  him  in  his  vast  jaws,  which  now 
displayed  their  long  triangular  teeth. 

The  wild  shriek  of  the  captain  announced  that  the 
crisis  had  come.  But  now  Napoleon,  seemingly  in- 
spired with  increased  strength,  had  also  arrived,  and 
with  a fierce  howl  leaped  upon  the  gleaming  belly  of 
the  shark,  and  buried  his  teeth  in  the  monster’s  ilesli, 
while  the  boat  swiftly  neared  them. 

“ Saved  ! if  we  are  half  as  smart  as  the  dog  is  I ” 
cried  the  mate,  as  we  all  saw  the  voracious  monster 
shudder  in  the  sea,  and,  smarting  with  pain,  turn  over 
again,  the  dog  retaining  his  hold  and  becoming  sub- 
merged in  the  water. 

At  this  juncture  the  boat  arrived,  aud  Lancaster,  his 
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i cnife  in  his  teeth,  plunged  into  the  water,  where  the 
aptain  also  now  had  sunk  from  view.  But  a few  mo- 
j pents  elapsed  ere  the  dog  rose  to  the  surface,  and  soon 
fter  Lancaster,  bearing  the  insensible  form  of  the  cap- 
ain. 

“ Pull  them  in  and  give  them  a bar,”  cried  the  mate, 
for  that  fellow  is  preparing  for  another  launch.”  His 
rders  were  obeyed,  and  the  second  onset  of  the  marine 
Monster  was  foiled  by  the  mate’s  splashing  water  in  his 
yes.  He  came  again,  and  but  a few  seconds  too  late 
p snap  off  the  captain’s  leg,  as  his  body  was  drawn 
iito  the  boat.  Foiled  the  second  time,  the  shark 
unged  and  was  seen  no  more,  but  left  a track  of 
ood  on  the  surface  of  the  water,  a token  of  the 
pverity  of  the  wound  made  by  the  dog. 

The  boat  was  now  pulled  towards  the  brig ; and  not 
any  hours  elapsed  before  the  captain  was  on  deck 
gain,  very  feeble,  but  able  to  appreciate  the  services 
f our  canine  hero,  and  most  bitterly  to  lament  the 
fuel  act  which  had  mutilated  him  for  ever. 

“ I would  give  my  right  arm,”  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
fitted  the  Newfoundland  who  stood  by  his  side,  “if  I 
J ould  only  repair  the  injury  I have  done  that  splendid 
llow.  Lancaster,  you  are  now  avenged,  and  so  is  he, 
[id  a most  Christian  vengeance  it  is,  though  it  will  be 
source  of  grief  to  me  as  long  as  I live.” 

—British  Workman. 


COUNTING  CHICKENS  BEFORE  THEY  ARE 
HATCHED. 

milkmaid,  who  poised  a full  pail  on  her  head, 
ius  mused  on  her  prospects  in  life,  it  is  said ; 
et  me  see — I should  think  that  this  milk  will  procure 
e hundred  good  eggs,  or  fourscore  to  be  sure. 

rell  then — stop  a bit — it  must  not  be  forgotten, 

)me  of  these  may  be  broken,  and  some  may  be  rotten  ; 


94 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


But  if  twenty  for  accident  should  be  detach’d, 

It  will  leave  me  just  sixty  sound  eggs  to  be  hatch’d, 

“Well,  sixty  sound  eggs — no,  sound  chickens,  I meat: 
Of  these  some  may  die — we’ll  suppose  seventeen, 
Seventeen  ! not  so  many — say  ten  at  the  most, 

Which  will  leave  fifty  chickens  to  boil  or  to  roast. 

“But  then  there’s  their  barley,  how  much  will  they  need 
Why  they  take  but  one  grain  at  a time  when  they  feed- 
So  that ’s  a mere  trifle  ; now  then,  let  us  see, 

At  a fair  market  price  how  much  money  there  ’ll  be. 

“ Six  shillings  a pair — five — four — three-and  six. 

To  prevent  all  mistakes,  that  low  price  I will  fix  : 

Now  what  will  that  make?  fifty  chickeus  I said — 
Fifty  times  three-and-sixpence — I 'll  ask  brother  Ne 

“Oh ! but  stop,  three-and-sixpence  a pair  I must  sell  ’en 
Well,  a pair  is  a couple — now  then  let  us  tell  ’em : 

A couple  in  fifty  will  go — (my  poor  brain  !) 

Why  just  a score  times,  and  five  pair  will  remain.  I| 

I 

“ Twenty-five  pair  of  fowls — now  how  tiresome  it  is  l 
That  I can’t  reckon  up  such  money  as  this ! 

Well,  there ’s  no  use  in  trying,  so  let’s  give  a guess,  < 
I ’ll  say  twenty  pounds,  and  it  can  be  no  less. 

“ Twenty  pounds,  I am  certain  will  buy  me  a cow, 
Thirty  geese  and  two  turkeys — eight  pigs  and  a sow  li 
Now  if  these  turn  out  well,  at  the  end  of  the  year, 

I shall  fill  both  my  pockets  with  guineas,  ’tis  clear.” 

Forgetting  her  burthen  when  this  she  had  said, 

The  maid  superciliously  toss’d  up  her  head  : 

When  alas  for  her  prospects,  her  mi lk pail  descended, 
And  so  all  her  schemes  for  the  future  were  ended  ; 
This  moral  I think  may  be  safely  attach’d, 

Beckon  not  on  your  chickens  before  they  are  hatch’d 
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“ THE  DARLING.” 

Professor  Youatt,  of  the  Royal  Veterinary  College, 
I gives  the  following  interesting  fact  in  one  of  his  valu- 
able works : — 

A horse  in  the  depot  at  Woolwich  had  proved  so 
unmanageable  to  the  rough-riders,  that  at  length  no  one 
among  them  durst  even  mount  him.  His  mode  of 
I throwing  or  dismounting  his  rider,  consisted  in  lying 
- down  and  rolling  over  him,  or  else  crushing  his  leg 
against  some  wall,  or  post,  or  paling.  All  means  to 
fweak  him  of  these  perilous  tricks  proving  unavailing, 
;he  animal  was  brought  before  the  commanding  officer 
With,  the  character  of  being  u incurably  vicious,”  and 
svith  a recommendation  on  that  account,  that  he  should 
oe  cast,  and  sold  out  of  His  Majesty’s  service. 
rt  Colonel  Quest,  hearing  of  this,  and  knowing  the  horse 
to  be  thorough-bred,  and  one  of  the  btest  actioned  and 
Severest  horses  in  the  regiment,  besought  the  com- 
panding officer  to  permit  him  to  be  transferred  into 
the  riding  school.  This  was  consented  to,  and  the 
;ransfer  was  no  sooner  accomplished  than  Colonel 
^uest  determined  to  pursue  a system  of  management 
5 directly  opposite  to  that  which  had  been  already  at- 
tempted. He  had  him  led  daily  into  the  riding-school, 
iuffered  no  whips  even  to  be  shown  to  him  while  there, 
put  petted  him,  and  tried  to  make  him  execute  this 
ind  the  other  little  manoeuvre,  and  as  often  as  he 
proved  obedient  rewarded  him  with  a handful  of  corn, 
»r  beaus,  or  a piece  of  bread,  with  which  bribes  his 
lockets  were  invariably  well  supplied.  In  this  manner, 
nd  in  no  great  distance  of  time,  was  the  rebel  not 
inly  subdued  and  tamed,  but  rendered  so  perfectly 
([uiet  that  a little  child  could  ride  him.  He  became 
it  length  taught  tro  kneel  down  while  his  rider  mounted, 

1 },nd  to  perform  several  evolutions,  and  dances'  and 
i ricks  in  the  menage  which  no  other  horse  in  the 
chool  could  be  brought  to  do.  In  fine,  so  great  a 
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favorite  did  he  become,  that  his  master  gave  him  the 
appellation  of  “ The  Darling/' 


THE  AEAB  AND  HIS  STEED. 

' My  beautiful ! my  beautiful ! that  staudest  meekly  by. 

With  thy  proudly  arch’d  and  glossy  neck,  and  darl 
and  fiery  eye; 

Fret  not  to  roam  the  desert  now,  with  all  thy  winge< 
speed, 

I may  not  mount  on  thee  again — thou’rt  sold,  my  Ara1 
steed. 

Fret  not  with  that  impatient  hoof,  snuff  not  the  breez 
wind. 

The  further  that  thou  fliest  now,  so  far  am  I behind  : 

The  stranger  hath  thy  bridle-rein — thy  master  hath  h 
gold— 

Fleet-limb’d  and  beautiful ! farewell ! thou  ’rt  sold,  m 
steed,  thou  ’rt  sold ! 

Farewell ! those  free  untired  limbs  full  many  a ml 
must  roam, 

To  reach  the  chill  and  wintry  sky  which  clouds  tl 
stranger’s  home : 

Some  other  hand,  less  fond,  must  now  thy  com  an 
bed  prepare ; 

The  silky  mane  I braided  once  must  be  another’s  car 

The  morning  sun  shall  dawn  again,  but  never  mo 
with  thee 

Shall  I gallop  through  the  desert  paths,  where  we  we 
wont  to  be : 

Evening  shall  darken  on  the  earth ; and  o’er  the  san( 
plain 

Some  other  steed,  with  slower  step,  shall  bear  me  hou 
again. 
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% Yes,  thou  must  go ! the  wild  free  breeze,  the  brilliant 
sun  and  sky, 

Thy  master’s  home — from  all  of  these  my  exiled  one 
must  fly. 

Thy  proud,  dark  eye  will  grow  less  proud,  thy  step 
become  less  fleet, 

And  vainly  shalt  thou  arch  thy  neck,  thy  master’s  hand 

I | to  meet. 

irl 

Only  in  sleep,  shall  I behold  that  dark  eye  glancing 
bright ; 

II  Cnly  in  sleep,  shall  hear  again  that  step  so  firm  and 

t light ; 

.nd  when  I raise  my  dreaming  arm  to  check  or  cheer 
thy  speed, 

hen  must  I,  starting,  wake  to  feel-— thou  ’rt  sold,  my 
i Arab  steed ! 


:|Ali ! rudely  then,  unseen  by  me,  some  cruel  hand  may 
| chide, 

ii  Till  foam-wreaths  lie  like  crested  waves,  along  thy 
panting  side ; 

t)  ^And  the  rich  blood,  that’s  in  thee,  swells  in  thy  indig- 
i nant  pain, 

an  fTill  careless  eyes,  which  rest  on  thee,  may  count  each 
started  vein. 

ai 

i Will  they  ill-use  thee  ? If  I thought — but  no,  it  cannot 
J be — 

ft  (Thou  art  so  swift,  yet  easy  curbed ; so  gentle,  yet  so 
free. 

m [And  yet,  if  haply,  when  thou  ’rt  gone  my  lonely  heart 
should  yearn, 

on  [Can  the  hand  which  casts  thee  from  it  now,  command 
1 thee  to  return  ? 


G 
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Return ! alas ! my  Arab  steed ! what  shall  thy  master  dc 

When  thou,  who  wert  his  all  of  joy,  hath  vanish’d  fron 
his  view  ? 

When  the  dim  distance  cheats  mine  eye,  and  throug] 
the  gathering  tears, 

Thy  bright  form,  for  a moment,  like  the  false  mirage 
appears. 

Slow  and  unmounted  will  I roam,  with  weary  step  alone 

Where  with  fleet  step  and  joyous  bound  thou  oft  has 
borne  me  on ! 

And  sitting  down  by  that  green  well.  I'll  pause  an 
sadly  think, 

It  was  here  he  bow’d  his  glossy  neck  when  last  I sa^ 
him  drink ! 

When  last  I saw  thee  drink! — Away!  the  fever’ 
dream  is  o’er ; 

I could  riot  live  a day,  and  know  that  we  should  mee 
no  more ! 

They  tempted  me,  my  beautiful ! for  hunger’s  power  i 
strong, 

They  tempted  me,  my  beautiful ! but  I have  loved  to 
long. 

Who  said  that  I had  given  thee  up,  who  said  that  tho 
wert  sold  ? 

’Tis  false — ’tis  false,  my  Arab  steed ! I fling  them  bac 
their  gold. 

Thus,  thus  I leap  upon  thy  back,  and  scour  the  distal 
plains, 

Away ! who  overtakes  us  now  shall  claim  thee  for  h 
—The  Honorable  Mrs  Norton. 


pains  1 
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It?  ! 


STOKY  OF  A GOAT. 


, &.FTER  the  final  suppression  of  the  Scottish  rebellion 
11  j)f  1715,  by  the  decisive  battle  of  Preston,  a gentleman 
vho  had  taken  a very  active  share  in  it  escaped  to  the 
West  Highlands,  to  the  residence  of  a female  relative, 
hrho  afforded  him  an  asylum.  As,  in  consequence  of 
he  strict  search  which  was  made  after  the  ringleaders, 
jt  was  soon  judged  unsafe  for  him  to  remain  in  the 
louse  of  his  friend,  he  was  conducted  to  a cavern  in  a 
>4  equestered  situation,  and  furnished  with  a supply  of 

1'ood.  The  approach  to  this  lonely  abode  consisted  of 
I,  small  aperture,  through  which  he  crept,  dragging  his 
provisions  along  with  him.  A little  way  from  the 
nouth  of  the  cave  the  roof  became  elevated ; but,  on 
dvancing,  an  obstacle  obstructed  his  progress.  He 
loon  perceived  that,  whatever  it  might  be,  the  object 
|vas  a living  one ; but  suspicious  of  danger  though  he 
^as,  he  felt  unwilling  to  strike  at  a venture  with  his 
lirk,  so  he  stooped  down  and  discovered  a goat  and  a 
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kid  lying  on  the  ground.  The  animal  was  evidentl 
in  great  pain,  and  on  passing  his  hand  over  her  bod; 
he  discovered  that  one  of  her  legs  was  fractured.  H 
accordingly  bound  it  up  with  his  garter,  and  offere 
her  some  of  his  bread;  but  she  refused  to  eat,  an 
stretched  out  her  tongue,  as  if  her  mouth  was  parche 
with  thirst.  He  gave  her  water,  which  she  dran 
greedily,  and  then  she  ate  the  bread.  At  midnight  1 
ventured  out,  pulled  a quantity  of  grass  and  tend* 
branches- of  trees,  and  carried  them  to  the  poor  su 
ferer,  who  received  them  with  demonstrations  < 
gratitude. 

The  only  thing  which  the  fugitive  had  to  occupy  h 
attention  in  his  dreary  abode  was  administering  con 
fort  to  the  goat,  and  secluded  and  solitary  as  he  wa 
he  was  thankful  to  have  any  living  creature  besic 
him.  Under  his  care,  the  animal  quickly  recovere 
and  became  tenderly  attached  to  him.  It  happen* 
that  the  servant  who  was  intrusted  with  the  secret 
his  retreat  fell  sick,  when  it  became  necessary  to  ser 
another  with  the  daily  provision.  The  goat,  on  th 
occasion,  happening  to  be  lying  near  the  mouth  of  tl 
cavern,  violently  opposed  the  entrance  of  the  strange 
butting  him  furiously  with  her  head.  The  fugitiv 
hearing  the  noise,  advanced,  and  receiving  the  watc 
word  from  his  new  attendant,  interposed,  and  t 
faithful  goat  permitted  him  to  pass.  So  resolute  w 
the  animal  on  this  occasion,  that  the  gentleman  w 
convinced,  she  would,  if  necessary,  have  died  in  1 
defence. 


SAGACITY  OF  THE  SHEEP. 

The  following  instance  of  sagacity  in  an  animal  r 
distinguished  for  that  quality,  is  given  in  the  words 
an  eye-witness.  Walking  with  a lady,  through  soi 
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leadows,  lying  "between  two  villages,  in  the  county  of 
| j-loucester,  the  path  conducted  us  within  a hundred 
a ards  of  a small  brook.  Many  ewes  and  lambs  were 
the  meadow ; we  were  about  half-way  over  it,  when 
ewe  came  up  to  me  and  bleated  very  loudly,  looking 
p in  my  face,  and  then  ran  off  towards  the  brook, 
could  not  help  remarking  this  extraordinary  behav- 
)t  • but  my  attention  was  particularly  roused  when 
ie  repeated  it,  and  bleating  louder,  seemed  to  wish  to 
gnify  something  in  particular ; she  then  ran  off  in 
ie  same  direction,  repeatedly  looking  behind  her,  till 
lie  reached  the  brook,  where  she  stood  still.  After 
anding  to  look  at  her  some  time,  we  continued  our 
alk,  and  had  nearly  reached  the  gate  that  led  into 
e next  meadow,  when  she  came  running  after  us  the 
ird  time,  and  seemed,  if  possible,  more  earnest  than 
pfore.  I then  determined  to  discover  the  cause  of 
ds  singular  procedure;  I followed  the  ewe  towards 
ie  brook ; seeing  me  advance,  she  ran  as  fast  as  she 
as  able,  looking  behind  her  several  times ; when  she 
me  to  the  brook,  she  peeped  over  the  edge  of  a hil- 
ck  into  the  water,  looked  up  in  my  face,  and  bleated 
| ith  the  most  significant  voice  I ever  heard  uttered  by 
quadruped.  Judge  of  my  surprise,  when,  on  look- 
|g  into  the  stream,  I saw  her  lamb  just  under  the 
flock,  nearly  immersed  in  water,  and  unable  to  ex- 
^ icate  itself.  I at  once  drew  it  out ; it  was  still  alive, 
ae  fond  mother  instantly  began  to  lick  and  suckle 
and  looking  up  to  me,  muttered  several  sounds  very 
Jfferent  from  those  I had  heard  before,  and  evidently 
[pressing  satisfaction  and  pleasure.  I needed  not  her 
I janks,  for  I never  performed  an  action  that  gave  me 
ore  unmixed  pleasure,  nor  did  dumb  creature  ever 
•pear  more  grateful. — British  Workman . 
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MY  PET  MONKEY. 

A cricket  that  had  been  singing  merrily  in  the  ashe  ^ 
came  a little  too  far  out  on  the  hearthstone  : his  fat  P 
was  sealed — the  next  jump  he  made  was  down  th  a 
throat  of  Jacko,  my  pet  monkey,  who  munched  him  u P 
as  an  epicure  does  the  leg  of  a woodcock.  The  nex  t 
tit-bit  was  a black-beetle,  who  ran  out  to  secure  B 
crumb  dropped  from  the  servants'  supper-table:  h(  2 
too,  became  a victim  to  his  rashness  ; and  not  he  alone  ^ 
but  many  of  his  black  friends  and  relatives,  who  in 
cautiously  exposed  themselves  before  the  candles  wer  11 
put  out.  \ 

Having  ascertained  that  these  beetles  were  nuts  t 
Jacko,  I one  day  gave  him  a great  treat  by  upsettinj 
the  kitchen  beetle-trap  in  his  presence.  Both  paw 
instantly  went  to  work  ; — whole  bunches  of  the  unfor 
tunate  insects  he  crammed  into  the  pouches,  (which  h( 
like  most  other  monkeys,  has  on  the  sides  of  his  mouth 
and  which  serve  as  pockets,)  munching  away  as  har 
as  he  could  at  the  same  time.  His  paws  could  no 
catch  the  prey  fast  enough,  so  he  set  his  feet  to  worl 
and  grasped  with  them  as  many  as  he  could  hole 
This  was  not  enough : he  swept  a lot  together  wit] 
his  tail,  and  coiling  it  up  closely,  kept  them  there  clos 
prisoners,  till  his  mouth  was  a little  empty,  and  he  ha< 
time  to  catch  and  devour  them.  This  was  real! 
too  greedy.  I took  him  away  from  the  feast,  stil 
however,  munching  with  all  his  might,  and  lookin 
back  at  the  box  with  wistful  eyes.  If  we  wanted  a 
any  future  period  to  put  him  in  a good  humor,  hi 
flagging  spirits  were  instantly  roused  by  the  sight  o 
the  beetle-trap. 

Almost  all  monkeys  have  pouches  in  their  cheek* 

I recollect,  one  Saturday  night,  hearing  a man  wb 
was  selling  riddles  at  a penny  per  yard,  in  long  slip 
of  paper,  in  the  neighborhood  of  Westminster,  pro 
pose  the  following  riddle,  as  a specimen  of  the  best  o 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


103 


the  pennyworth : — “ Why  does  a dog  carry  a bone  in 
his  month?”  He  volunteered  the  answer  imme- 
diately afterwards: — <# Because  he  has  no  pocket  to 
it  put  it  in.”  Now  the  monkey,  like  the  dog,  carries 
1 pis  food  in  his  mouth ; but  that  mouth  contains  a 
pocket.  The  skin  of  the  cheek  is  very  loose;  when 
a empty  it  falls  in  wrinkles,  which  gives  the  “ old-man 
Like”  appearance  to  his  face.  In  this  natural  pocket 
he  places  his  food,  and  keeps  it  there  till  he  wishes  to 
devour  it. 

Jacko’s  insectivorous  propensities  were  not  confined 
#o  black-beetles  alone.  Spiders  formed  a pleasant 
variety ; not  a spider  was  left  alive  either  in  the  stable 
pr  outside  the  stable  where  he  was  confined ; and  most 
enormous  stones  would  he  pick  out  of  the  wall  with 
his  nimble  fingers,  in  search  of  a runaway  web-spinner. 
He  was  really  of  great  use  in  clearing  the  house 
of  this  housemaid’s  pest.  I often  used  to  put  a bit  of 
l string  to  the  end  of  his  chain,  and  make  him  run  up 
^he  curtains  of  the  rooms  of  the  house.  He  would 
fhen  completely  rummage  out  and  devour  every  spider, 
who,  having  had  their  webs  so  frequently  knocked 
I down  by  the  merciless  broom,  had  thought  to  spin 
them  in  security  on  the  top  of  the  cornices  and  among 
the  curtain  rods. 

! On  one  of  these  occasions,  he  watched  his  oppor- 
tunity, and  suddenly  snatching  the  string  out  of  my 
land,  straightway  bolted  out  of  the  window,  the  top 
part  of  which  happened  to  be  open.  Away  he  went 
over  the  garden  wall,  down  the  road,  up  into  the 
pillage.  The  parish  school  turned  out  from  their 
lessons  at  this  moment,  and  a regular  pursuit  took 
place : the  boys  shouted  and  threw  up  their  caps,  the 
girls  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  be  fright- 
ened. In  an  instant  Jacko  was  on  the  top  of  the 
nearest  cottage,  and  returned  the  derisive  shouts  of  the 
boys  by  angry  and  incessant  chattering : he  grinned 
jfrom  ear  to  ear,  and  showed  an  array  of  sharp  teeth, 
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as  much  as  to  say,  “ Touch  me  if  you  dare.”  His  hair 
was  all  erect,  as  was  always  the  case  when  he  was 
alarmed  or  excited,  so  that  he  looked  double  his  natural 
size,  and  he  shook  his  tail  in  angry  defiance.  The 
numerous  stones  and  sticks  thrown  at  him  in  fun 
by  the  boyg — for  they  knew  him  well,  and  did  not  want 
to  hurt  him — soon  made  him  decamp,  and  off  he  went 
along  the  roofs  of  the  cottages,  his  chain  making  a 
fearful  clatter  on  the  tiles,  to  the  alarm  of  the  aged 
inmates  sitting  at  their  ease  within.  The  crowd 
collected,  the  excitement  became  immense  ; the  police 
were  not  called  out,  because  there  is  only  one  con- 
stable : he,  being  a baker,  turned  out  in  his  white  cap, 
and  sleeves  tucked  up,  armed  with  the  official  wand 
of  office,  determined  to  take  up  somebody.  Next 
came  the  churchwarden.  “ Lay  hold  of  the  rascal, 
boys,”  cries  he,  “ and  we  will  put  him  in  the  pound.” 
“ Likely  I ’ll  stay  there,”  chatters  Jacko,  “ and,  more- 
over, you  must  catch  me  first,”  and  off  lie  goes 
again,  followed  by  the  whole  village.  The  fun  gets 
warm,  Jacko  begins  to  repent,  jumps  on  to  a tree,  and 
slips  down  one  side  while  the  boys  are  watching  on  the 
other.  He  bounds  across  the  road,  over  the  garden 
gate,  through  the  broken  stable-window,  to  his  own 
bed  in  the  hayloft,  where  he  lies,  his  eyes  closed,  his 
little  sides  ready  to  burst  from  running,  and  his  mouth 
half  open.  Doubtless,  at  this  moment,  he  came  to 
the  determination  never  to  leave  home  again,  for  he 
certainly  never  did,  and  likewise  to  have  his  revenge 
upon  the  parish  boys  for  persecuting  him ; for  from 
this  day  he  always  flew  at,  and  tried  to  bite,  any  boy 
wearing  the  parochial  livery. 

Jacko  onee  got  loose  again.  Remembering  his  pre- 
vious adventure  with  the  schoolboys,  he  ventured  not 
beyond  the  premises,  but  quietly  sneaked  into  the 
knife-house,  and  tried  his  hand  at  cleaning  the  knives. 
In  this  attempt  he  was  evidently  not  successful,  inas- 
much as  the  handles  were  the  parts  he  attempted  to 
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polish  on  the  brick-board,  and  a cut  was  found  in  tho 
middle  of  his  hand  the  next  day.  Eesolved,  however, 
hot  to  be  defeated,  he  set  to  work  to  clean  the  shoes 
in  imitation  of  the  man  William,  his  kind  and  indul- 
gent keeper.  Again,  he  had  not  distinctly  recollected 
the  various  steps  necessary  for  the  right  performance 
of  the  operation,  for  he  covered  an  unfortunate  shoe 
all  over,  sole  and  all,  with  the  blacking  which  he  got 
out  of  the  blacking-bottle,  and  then  he  emptied  what 
was  left  into  the  hollow  of  the  shoe,  nearly  filling  it : 
| his  coat  was  in  a nice  mess  for  some  days  afterwards. 

One  morning,  again,  when  the  servants  returned 
from  the  parlor  into  the  kitchen,  they  found  Jacko 
had  taken  all  the  kitchen  candlesticks  out  of  the  cup- 
board and  arranged  them  on  the  fender  before  the  fire, 
as  he  had  seen  done  before.  Finding  the  black-lead  in 
the  same  place,  he  took  it  to  a bowl  of  water  which 
was  at  hand,  wetted  it,  and  was  diligently  rubbing  the 
table  all  over  with  it  when  he  was  caught  in  the  act. 
On  the  entrance  of  the  servants,  he  immediately  re- 
treated to  his  basket  in  the  corner,  and  tried  to  look 
as  though  nothing  had  happened.  A great  treat  to 
this  would-be  kitchen-maid  was  to  have  a large  bowl 
of  warm  water  given  him.  He  would  first  of  all  cun- 
ningly test  the  warmth  with  his  hand,  and  then  gradu- 
ally step  into  the  bath,  first  one  foot  and  then  the  other, 
finally  completely  sitting  down  in  it.  Comfortably 
placed,  he  would  then  take  the  soap  in  his  hands  or 
feet,  as  the  case  might  be,  and  rub  himself  all  over. 
Having  made  a dreadful  mess  on  the  table,  and  find- 
ing the  water  becoming  cold,  the  next  part  of  the 
play  was  to  get  out  and  run  as  quickly  as  he  could  to 
the  fire,  where  his  coat  soon  became  dry.  If  anybody 
laughed  at  him  during  this  performance,  he  would 
chatter  and  grin  at  them,  and  frequently  even  splash 
water  out  of  the  bath  towards,  and  sometimes  over, 
them. — Curiosities  of  Natural  History. 
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THE  MONKEY. 

Monkey,  little  merry  fellow. 

Thou  art  Nature’s  Punchinello  1 
Pull  of  fun  as  Puck  could  be, 

Harlequin  might  learn  of  thee ! 

Look  now  at  his  odd  grimaces ! 

Saw  you  ever  such  queer  faces  ? 

Now  like  learned  judge  sedate, 

Now  with  nonsense  in  his  pate ! 

Look  now  at  him ! Gently  peep ! 

He  pretends  he  is  asleep ; 

Past  asleep  upon  his  bed, 

With  his  arm  beneath  his  head. 

Now  that  posture  is  not  right, 

And  he  is  not  settled  quite — 

There ! that ’s  better  than  before, 

And  the  knave  pretends  to  snore  I 

Ha ! he  is  not  half  asleep ; 

See,  he  slyly  takes  a peep. 

Monkey,  though  your  eyes  were  shut. 

You  could  see  this  little  nut. 

You  shall  have  it,  pigmy  brother ! 

What1,  another  ? and  another  ? 

Nay,  your  cheeks  are  like  a sack 
Sit  down  and  begin  to  crack. 

There,  the  little  ancient  man 
Cracks  as  fast  as  crack  he  can  \ 

Now  good-by,  you  merry  fellow, 

Nature’s  primest  Punchinello ! 

—Maly  IIowitt. 
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THE  RABBIT. 


It  is  the  fashion  to  say  that  only  the  regular  domesti- 
cated rabbits  can  be  tamed;  but  experience  proves  that 
such  is  not  the  case.  As  a proof  of  this,  I cite  an 
interesting  account  sent  by  a lady  to  Mr  Jesse. 

“ One  evening  last  spring  my  dog  barked  at  some- 
thing behind  a flower  pot  that  stood  in  the  door  porch. 
I thought  a toad  was  there,  but  it  proved  to  be  a very 
young  rabbit,  a wild  one.  The  poor  thing  was  in  a 
state  of  great  exhaustion,  as  if  it  had  been  chased,  and 
had  been  a long  time  without  food.  It  was  quiet  in 
the  hand,  and  allowed  a little  warm  milk  to  be  put  into 
its  mouth.  Upon  being  wrapped  in  flannel  and  placed 
in  a basket  by  the  fire,  it  soon  went  to  sleep.  When 
it  awoke,  more  milk  was  offered  in  a small  spoon, 
which  this  time  was  sucked  with  right  good  will ; and 
the  little  creature  continued  to  take  the  milk  in  this 
way  for  several  days,  until  strong  enough  to  help  itself 
out  of  a cup.  It  appeared  to  become  tame  imme- 
diately, soon  learnt  its  name,  and  I never  saw  a happier 
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or  merrier  little  pet.  Its  gambols  on  the  carpet  were 
full  of  fun.  When  tired  with  play,  it  would  feed  on 
the  green  food  and  nice  bits  placed  there  for  it;  and 
when  satisfied,  it  used  to  climb  up  the  skirt  of  the 
dress,  nestle  in  the  lap  or  under  the  arm,  and  go  to 
sleep.  If  this  indulgence  could  not  be  permitted,  then 
Bunny  (as  we  called  it)  would  spring  into  my  work- 
basket  and  take  a nap  there.  At  mid-day  it  liked  to 
sit  in  the  sun  on  the  window-seat,  when  it  would  clean 
its  fur  and  long  ears,  each  being  separately  drawn 
down,  and  held  by  one  foot  while  brushed  by  the 
other.  This  duty  performed,  it  would  stretch  at  full 
length,  and,  basking  in  the  sunbeams,  fall  asleep. 
Strange  to  tell,  all  this  was  going  on  with  the  dog  in 
the  room,  who  had  been  made  to  imderstand  that  the 
rabbit  was  not  to  be  touched ; stranger  still,  the  rabbit 
ceased  to  show  any  fear  of  the  dog,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, delighted  in  jumping  on  the  dog’s  back,  and 
running  after  his  taiL  These  liberties,  however,  were 
not  pleasing  to  Jewel;  they  were  evidently  only  en- 
dured in  obedience  to  the  commands  of  the  mistress. 
Not  approving  of  one  favorite  being  made  happy  at 
the  other’s  expense,  I was  obliged  to  interfere  on  these 
occasions,  and  call  Bunny  to  order. 

“ Being  frequently  told  that  a wild  rabbit  could  not 
be  so  thoroughly  domesticated  but  that  it  would  return 
to  the  woods  if  it  regained  its  liberty,  I feared  that  if 
mine  got  loose  it  would  certainly  run  away.  Yet  I 
wished  it  should  be  sometimes  in  the  garden  to  feed 
upon  such  green  food  as  it  liked  best ; for  this  purpose 
I fastened  it  with  a collar  and  small  chain,  and  thus 
secured,  led  it  about.  One  evening  the  chain  unfortu- 
nately broke,  and  Bimny  was  free  ! At  first  we  saw  it 
running  from  place  to  place  with  wild  delight,  but 
after  a little  while  we  could  not  see  it,  and  we  hunted 
in  vain  under  the  shrubs,  calling  it  by  name,  until  it 
beaame  dark ; we  then  ceased  to  search  any  longer 
and  I concluded  my  pretty  pet  was  gone. 
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“ Before  retiring  for  the  night,  I gave  a last  look 
out  of  the  window,  in  the  hope  I might  chance  to  see 
it  once  more.  The  moon  was  then  shining  brightly, 
and  I distinctly  saw  my  little  rabbit  sitting  at  the  door, 
with  head  and  ears  erect,  as  if  listening  for  its  friends 
within;  anxious,  perhaps,  for  its  accustomed  nice 
supper,  and  soft  warm  bed.  I hastened  down-stairs 
to  let  it  in,  calling  it  by  name,  when,  the  moment  I 
opened  the  door,  a strange  cat  darted  forward,  seized 
it  by  the  neck,  and  bore  it  screaming  away ! 

“ I feel  convinced  that  this  fond  little  creature  would 
not  have  left  us  to  return  to  the  wood.  That  it  did 
not  come  when  called  was  the  effect  of  excessive  joy 
for  its  newly  found  freedom,  which  must  have  been 
doubly  delightful  while  we  were  near,  as  no  doubt  it 
saw  us  when  we  could  not  see  it,  and  was  only  quietly 
feeding  when  we  thought  it  was  gone  away.  Four 
months  must  have  been  the  extent  of  poor  Bunny’s 
short  life.” — Anecdotes  of  Animal  Life , * 


CANADIAN  SQUIRRELS. 

Charles. — The  ground  squirrel  is  quite  numerous 
now.  It  does  not  migrate,  I believe. 

Frank. — No:  all  our  squirrels  are  residents,  not 
sojourners  here.  I think  the  ground  squirrel,  however, 
retires  to  a burrow  during  the  winter,  and  hybernates. 
I have  never  seen  it,  so  far  as  I can  recollect, abroad  dur- 
ing that  season  ; but  the  red  squirrel  may  often  be  seen 
on  a fine  day  at  the  foot  of  some  beech  or  maple,  and  if 
disturbed,  he  quickly  runs  to  his  hole  under  the  snow. 

C. — The  striped  or  ground  squirrel  is  a very  pretty 
animal.  It  has  not  the  roguish  saucy  familiarity  of 
the  red,  and  has  little  of  the  appearance  of  a squirrel. 
Its  bright  fawn  color  is  well  marked  by  the  three 
black  stripes  down  its  back  and  sides. 

F. — He  rarely,  if  ever,  climbs  trees,  but  is  fond  of 
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playing  bo-peep  around  old  logs  or  among  a heap  of 
stones,  now  poking  out  his  head  to  take  a sly  peep  at 
you;  then  gone  again.  His  note  is  a single  chuck, 
uttered  at  intervals,  like  the  cluck  of  a hen : he  is 
commonly  known  here  by  the  name  of  the  chipmunk. 

C. — The  red  squirrel  is  a very  fantastic  little  gentle- 
man. He  plays  as  many  tricks  as  a monkey,  and  were 
it  not  that  he  is  so  fond  of  grain,  and  has  such  very 
loose  ideas  on  the  subject  of  meum  and  tuum,  he 
would  be  a universal  favorite. 

F. — As  it  is,  however,  lie  is  sorely  persecuted  with 
powder  and  shot,  and  even  periodical  hunts  are  made 
up,  as  a kind  of  frolic,  in  which  men  and  boys  eagerly 
join — any  old  rusty  musket  being  a sufficient  qualifica- 
tion. Two  leaders  choose  sides,  each  alternately  taking 
a man,  till  the  whole  are  engaged,  just  as  in  cricket, 
&c. ; then  they  sally  forth,  and  the  party  that  brings 
in  most  squirrels  is  the  victor.  Notwithstanding  all 
this,  and  the  numbers  that  are  shot  about  the  barns  in 
winter  by  vindictive  farmers,  they  are  not  a whit  less 
impudent  or  familiar,  nor  do  they  seem  diminished  in 
numbers.  His  jerks  and  motions  are  very  amusing.  If 
you  go  under  a tree  where  one  is  sitting,  he  sets  him- 
self firmly  on  the  branch,  flourishes  his  tail  over  his 
back,  and  looks  fiercely  at  you,  making  a most  angry 
chattering  all  the  time,  or  rather  a reiterated  chirping; 
every  now  and  then  giving  a start  as  if  he  had  a mind 
to  fly  at  you,  jerking  his  tail,  too,  with  a convulsive 
sort  of  motion.  If  you  are  pretty  close  to  him,  you 
may  hear  at  every  chirp,  and  simultaneous  with  it,  a 
sort  of  low  undertone  of  a mournful  sound,  something 
like  the  coo  of  a pigeon,  but  much  shorter. 

C. — How  very  nimble  they  are.  They  leap  to  a 
great  distance,  and  run  very  swiftly.  I have  often 
chased  them  along  the  rails  of  a fence,  I running  on 
the  road  beside  it ; but  though  I ran  with  all  my 
speed,  and  though  the  squirrel  had  to  run  nearly  double 
the  distance,  from  the  zig-zag  form  of  the  fence,  he 
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if  ! would  keep  a-head  of  me.  He  is  a cunning  fellow,  too; 
it  for  after  running  from  rail  to  rail,  he  will  often  sud- 

i denly  crouch  down  on  one  of  the  projecting  ends  where 
$ they  cross  each  other,  in  hope  of  remaining  unseen.  I 

have  often  lost  them  in  that  way. 

F. — Do  you  see  that  little  grove  in  yonder  bottom, 
e exactly  between  our  house  and  the  village?  There  I 
y j once  put  the  agility  of  a little  rogue  of  a red  squirrel 
t 'to  a pretty  severe  test.  The  trees  are  chiefly  maple, 

1 cherry,  and  elm ; all,  or  nearly  all,  though  of  consider- 
ti  j able  height,  so  slender  as  to  be  easily  shaken  with  my 
■fi  hands.  My  little  gentleman  was  enjoying  himself  on 
J I one  of  those  trees,  when,  as  “ his  evil  stars”  would 
i-  ; have  it,  I espied  him.  I knew  that  he  would  not  leave 
g the  grove,  and  for  a frolic  I commenced  shaking  the 
t>,  tree  violently,  wfyich  put  him  at  his  wit's  end.  He  ran 
p I from  bough  to  bough,  and  at  length  leaped  to  another 
I [-tree ; this  I instantly  shook  in  the  same  manner,  and 
n jfio  kept  him  flying  from  tree  to  tree,  sometimes  at  an 
8 | astonishing  distance,  backward  and  forward  through 

ii  ( the  grove,  for  more  than  half-an-hour,  without  a mo- 

ll iment’s  cessation.  He  several  times  missed  his  hold, 
i*  I but  always  caught  a bough  in  his  fall,  except  once, 
is  | when  he  came  rather  heavily  on  the  ground  from  one 
y I of  the  topmost  branches.  He  was  instantly  on  his 
gi  ; feet  again,  and  up  in  the  tree  before  I could  come  near 
id  I him.  I don’t  know  whether  he  was  tired,  but  I was, 
ft  | and  was  fain  to  yield  him  the  point,  and  leave  him  in 
in  i quiet  possession  of  his  trees.  — -P.  H.  Gosse. 
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THE  RAT. 
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The  rat  is  in  nature,  appearance,  and  habits,  one  of 
the  least  amiable  of  all  the  lower  animals.  Yet  it  is 
not  wholly  destitute  of  traits  which  recommend  it  to  a 
lenient  judgment.  Almost  all  animals  are  kind  to 
their  young ; but  the  aged  and  infirm  among  the  brute 
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creation  are  usually  left  to  perish  of  neglect,  when 
they  are  not  designedly  put  to  death  by  their  fellows. 
Now,  it  is  singular  that  we  should  have  to  say  of  a 
creature  in  other  respects  so  unattractive  as  the  rat, 
that  it  carefully  tends  the  aged  of  its  own  species. 
Such,  at  least,  would  appear  to  be  the  case  from  anec- 
dotes similar  to  the  following : — “ One  morning,”  relates 
a truthful  and  sharp-sighted  observer,  “ as  I lay  in  bed,  I 
heard  all  at  once  a noise,  such  as  rats  or  mice  make  be- 
hind a wainscot,  when  they  are  trying  to  gnaw  their  way 
through.  It  ceased  for  some  minutes  and  then  began 
anew.  In  a short  time  a rat  came  out  of  a hole,  and, 
after  quietly  taking  a survey  of  the  room,  disappeared 
again.  In  a few  minutes  it  re-appeared,  bringing  with 
it  a larger  and  older-looking  rat,  which  it  led  by  the  ear 
The  first  rat  now  left  its  companion  at  the  hole,  and 
along  with  a third,  which  had  followed  them,  ran  abou 
the  room,  gathering  some  crumbs  which  lay  upon  th< 
floor.  These  they  brought  and  laid  before  the  old  ra 
at  the  hole.  Astonished  at  what  I saw,  I redoublec 
my  attention,  and  now  perceived  that  the  one  to  whicl 
the  other  two  brought  food  was  blind,  and  only  becarn* 
aware  of  what  was  put  before  it  by  feeling.  Mean 
while  some  one  entered  the  room,  upon  which  the  tw< 
younger  rats  immediately  began  to  squeal,  apparent! 
with  the  view  of  warning  the  old  one  of  impendinj 
danger ; but,  great  as  their  own  alarm  was,  they  refuse* 
to  rescue  themselves  till  their  old  companion  was  i 
safety.  They  kept  close  beside  it,  and  seemed  as  i 
they  wished  to  shield  it  from  harm.” 

Rats,  both  old  and  young,  can  be  tamed,  and  taugh 
various  amusing  performances.  Bonnet  informs  us,  i 
his  “ History  of  Music,”  that  he  saw  rats  in  the  mark( 
of  St  Germain  dancing  upon  the  tight-rope  to  musi 
and,  like  rope-dancers,  holding  little  rods  to  balam 
themselves  with  in  their  forepaws.  When  the  cel* 
brated  French  author,  Crebillon,  was  sent  to  prison  t 
Vincennes,  he  was  awakened  the  first  night  by  soim 
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thing  beside  him  in  bed.  It  felt  warm  and  soft,  and 
taking  it  for  a kitten,  he  threw  it  out  and  fell  asleep 
again.  Next  morning  he  looked  everywhere  for  the 
kitten,  thinking  it  might  be  some  company  to  him  in 
his  lonely  captivity,  but  in  vain.  At  dinner-time, 
however,  he  suddenly  saw  an  animal  sitting  on  the 
other  side  of  the  table,  which  he  supposed  was  the 
jkitten,  for  the  gloom  of  his  prison-chamber  did  not 
allow  of  his  discerning  objects  clearly.  He  persuaded 
it  to  come  nearer  him,  and  then,  to  his  horror,  he  per- 
ceived the  creature  to  be  a huge  rat.  The  cry  of 
astonishment  and  disgust,  which  he  could  not  restrain, 
brought  a turnkey  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  When 
the  man  learned  what  had  occurred  he  burst  into  a 
loud  laugh,  and  told  Crebillon,  that  a prisoner,  who 
had  formerly  occupied  the  same  room,  had  brought  up 
this  rat  and  tamed  it.  The  turnkey  then  cried,  “ Naton, , 
Naton,  come  here,  won’t  you !”  and  immediately  Naton 
peeped  slyly  out  of  his  hole ; but  as  soon  as  he  saw  his 
acquaintance,  he  jumped  upon  his  arm,  and  began  eat- 
ing some  crumbs  of  bread  with  great  satisfaction. 
After  this  Crebillon  overcame  his  dislike  for  the  rat, 
and,  indeed,  grew  so  fond  of  it,  that  he  would  have 
taken  it  with  him  to  Paris  when  he  was  set  at  liberty, 
had  not  the  turnkey  wished  to  keep  it 


THE  MOUSE’S  PETITION. 

Oh,  hear  a pensive  prisoner’s  prayer. 
For  liberty  that  sighs ; 

And  never  let  thine  heart  be  shut 
Against  the  wretch’s  cries  ! 

For  here  forlorn  and  sad  I sit. 

Within  the  wiry  grate. 

And  tremble  at  the  approaching  morn, 
Which  brings  impending  fate, 

H 


114 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


If  e’er  thy  breast  with  freedom  glow’d, 

And  spurn’d  a tyrant’s  chain. 

Let  not  thy  strong  oppressive  force 
A free-born  mouse  detain  ! 

Oh,  do  not  stain  with  guiltless  blood 
Thy  hospitable  hearth  ! 

Nor  triumph  that  thy  wiles  betray’d 
A prize  so  little  worth. 

The  scatter’d  gleanings  of  a feast 
My  frugal  meals  supply  ; 

Hut  if  thy  unrelenting  heart 
That  slender  boon  deny— 

The  cheerful  light,  the  vital  air, 

Are  blessings  widely  given  ; 

Let  Nature’s  commoners  enjoy 
The  common  gifts  of  heaven. . 

Beware  lest  in  the  worm  you  crush, 

A brother’s  soul  you  find ; 

And  tremble  lest  thy  luckless  hand 
Dislodge  a kindred  mind. 

Or  if  this  transient  gleam  of  day 
Be  all  the  life  we  share, 

Let  pity  plead  within  thy  breast, 

That  little  all  to  spare. 

So  may  thy  hospitable  board 
With  health  and  peace  be  crown’d  ; 

And  every  charm  of  heartfelt  ease 
Beneath  thy  roof  be  found. 

So  when  destruction  works  unseen, 

Which  roan,  like  mice,  may  share, 

May  some  kind  angel  clear  thy  path, 

And  break  the  hidden  snare. 

— A.  L.  Barrattld, 
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THE  HUMMING  BIRD. 


Humming-birds  are  natives  of  America.  They  are  at 
once  the  smallest  and  the  most  brilliantly -colored  of 
the  whole  feathered  race.  There  are  many  species,  all 
varying  in  size,  from  that  of  a wren  to  a humble  bee, 
and  exhibiting  a splendor  and  beauty  of  plumage 
which  it  is  hardly  possible  to  describe.  These  gems 
of  animated  nature  are  to  be  seen  clad  in  the  loveliest 
crimson,  blue,  and  green,  laid  on  a ground  of  gold  ; but 
much  of  their  varied  elegance  is  lost  when  they  are  not 
seen  in  their  native  woods.  Nothing  can  be  more 
beautiful  than  to  see  them  glittering  like  gems  among 
the  highly-scented  blossoms  of  the  warm  countries 
which  they  inhabit. 

They  possess  a long  and  extremely  slender  bill,  with 
which  they  extract  the  nectar,  and  the  small  insects 
which  lurk  in  the  recesses  of  the  flowers.  They  are 
formed  for  rapid  flight,  and  are  almost  ever  on  the 
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wing.  “ Wherever  a creeping  vine  opens  its  fragrant 
clusters,  or  wherever  a tree-flower  blooms,  these  lovely 
creatures  are  to  be  seen.  In  the  garden,  in  the  woods, 
over  the  water,  everywhere  they  are  darting  about, — of 
all  sizes,  from  one  that  might  easily  be  mistaken  for  a 
different  variety  of  bird  to  the  tiny  hermit,  whose  body 
is  scarcely  so  large  as  that  of  the  bee  buzzing  about 
the  same  sweets.  Sometimes  they  are  seen  chasing 
each  other  with  a rapidity  of  flight  and  intricacy  of  path 
the  eye  is  puzzled  to  follow.  Again,  circling  round  and 
round,  they  rise  high  in  mid-air,  then  dart  off  to  some 
distant  attraction.  Perched  upon  a little  lim^  they 
smooth  their  plumes,  and  seem  to  delight  in  their 
dazzling  hues  ; then  darting  off  again,  they  skim  along, 
stopping  now  and  then  before  a flower,  and  extracting 
its  honey  as  they  hover  in  the  air.  Their  wings  vibrate 
with  such  rapidity  that  the  motion  is  scarcely  visible  ; 
and  it  is  from  the  constant  murmur  or  humming  sound 
caused  by  the  rapid  vibration  that  these  beautiful  little 
creatures  derive  their  name.” 

The  nest  of  the  humming-bird  is  very  beautifully 
constructed  of  the  softest  down,  gathered  from  the  silk- 
cotton  tree,  and  covered  on  the  outside  with  bits  of 
leaves  and  moss.  The  nest  of  the  smallest  species  is 
about  as  big  as  the  half  of  a walnut,  and  in  this  tiny 
cup  the  lovely  creature  rests. 

Minutest  of  the  feather’d  kind, 

Possessing  every  charm  combined, 

Nature,  in  forming  thee,  design’d 

That  thou  shouldst  be 
A proof  within  how  little  space 
She  can  comprise  such  perfect  grace, 
Rendering  thy  lovely  fairy  race 
Beauty’s  epitome. 
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ANECDOTE  OF  THE  HUMMINGBIRD. 

The  most  interesting  anecdotes  of  the  ruby-throat 
which  I have  read,  were  published  in  a Quaker  publica- 
tion of  Philadelphia,  called  The  Friend.  The  cor- 
respondent says,  “ Sometime  in  the  seventh  month  of 
the  present  year,  (1834,)  one  of  my  family  caught  a 
small  humming-bird,  which  appeared  quite  debilitated 
for  want  of  food.  We  presented  it  with  some  sugar 
and  cream  mixed  together,  which  it  sucked  up  with 
avidity ; after  which  it  was  restored  to  liberty.  In  the 
course  of  a short  interval  it  again  made  its  appearance, 
was  taken  in  the  hand,  and  a mixture  of  sugar  made 
into  the  consistence  of  a syrup  was  poured  into  the 
corolla  of  a trumpet  honeysuckle,  from  which  it  eagerly 
extracted  it.  From  that  time  forward  it  became  quite 
familiar,  and  would  come  a dozen  times  a day,  or  more, 
to  be  fed.  After  fluttering  a few  seconds  at  the  door 
or  window  to  attract  notice,  it  would  alight  on  a neigh- 
boring tree  or  rose-bush  until  its  food  was  prepared 
for  it ; and  then,  upon  calling  ‘ peet,  peet/  it  would  dart 
in  a straight  line  with  the  velocity  of  an  arrow  to  re- 
ceive it. 

“We  generally  filled  two  or  three  tubes  of  the  honey- 
suckle with  syrup,  which  it  extracted  while  on  the 
wing,  buzzing  around  the  flower  held  in  our  hand,  and 
inserting  its  bill,  which  was  about  three-fourths  of  an 
inch  in  length,  from  which  it  protruded  its  tongue,  at 
least  half-an-inch  longer,  with  which  it  sucked  up  the 
liquid.  This  generally  sufficed  it;  but  sometimes  it 
did  not  appear  satisfied,  but  would  repair  to  its  resting- 
place,  and  wait  until  the  flowers  were  again  filled,  when, 
upon  being  called,  it  would  return  and  finish  its  repast. 

“ But  if,  after  flying  to  its  perch,  it  wiped  its  bill  upon 
the  limb,  we  were  then  assured  it  wanted  no  more  at 
that  time ; all  the  solicitations  we  could  make  would 
have  no  other  effect  than  to  hasten  its  departure.  In 
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the  course  of  half-an-hour  it  would  be  back  again  after 
more  food,  and  if  the  member  of  the  family  to  whom 
he  applied  was  engaged,  and  not  ready  to  attend  to 
him,  he  would  try  over  and  over  again  to  excite  atten- 
tion by  flying  into  different  apartments  of  the  house, 
and  buzzing  within  a few  inches.  Peet’s  solicitations 
generally  succeeded,  as  the  younger  branches  of  the 
family  were  delighted  with  attending  to  him.  He  ap- 
peared to  be  more  fond  of  syrup  when  made  thick  than 
any  other  food  which  was  offered  to  him.  If  it  was 
too  much  diluted,  he  would  fly  to  his  resting-place,  and 
wait  until  it  was  altered.  We  also,  at  times,  gave  sugar 
and  cream,  wine  and  water  mixed  with  sugar,  and  once 
some  honey  obtained  from  a humble  bee’s  nest,  which 
he  appeared  to  treat  with  great  contempt.  Sometimes, 
when  he  was  fluttering  around  the  flower  held  outside  of 
the  doorway,  a stranger  of  the  same  species,  having  less 
confidence  in  human  nature,  would  dart  at  the  little 
fellow,  and  drive  him  away,  as  if  anxious  for  him  to 
escape  from  so  perilous  a situation.  But  it  only  had  a 
momentary  effect  on  our  little  friend,  as  he  would  re- 
turn with  as  confiding  an  assurance  of  safety  as  before. 
His  little  twittering  noise  and  averted  eye,  as  he 
momentarily  withdrew  his  bill  from  the  flower,  appeared 
to  say,  * Surely  thou  wilt  not  hurt  me.’  After  he  had 
visited  us  every  day  so  frequently  for  about  three  weeks, 
and  been  admired  by  numerous  persons,  he  disappeared 
on  the  11th  of  August,  being  fed  about  the  middle  of 
the  day,  which  was  the  last  time  that  he  was  seen. 
As  the  wild  humming-birds,  which  were  quite  numer- 
ous before,  disappeared  about  the  same  time,  it  is 
probable  he  accompanied  them  to  more  southern 
regions.  As  wu  were  on  terms  of  the  most  friendly 
kind,  it  is  hoped  our  little  traveller  will  again  revisit 
us,  after  he  has  finished  his  peregrinations  among  the 
flowers  of  the  south,  as  it  is  very  doubtful  whether  he 
will  find  them  as  sweet  as  he  did  the  honeysuckles  of 
Delaware.”  — P.  II.  Gosse. 
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To  bring  up  a young  mocking-bird  is  rather  a difficult 
task,  as  it  must  be  taken  from  the  nest  at  a very 
early  period  of  its  life,  and  therefore  requires  the  most 
unremitting  attention.  In  the  work  of  Mr  Webber  is 
a very  interesting  account  of  the  successful  rearing  of 
four  very  young  mocking-birds.  They  had  been  cruelly 
taken  out  of  their  nests  by  some  mischievous  and  hard- 
hearted person  before  they  had  opened  their  eyes  on 
life,  and  left  to  die  on  a small  piece  of  carpeting.  Mr 
Webber  and  his  sister  happening  to  look  at  the  nest, 
which  they  had  long  watched,  discovered  the  poor  little 
things  lying  cold  and  apparently  lifeless  on  the  carpet. 
He,  however,  found  that  the  tiny  hearts  were  still 
beating,  and  after  inducing  his  sister  to  place  them  in 
her  bosom,  rode  homewards  at  full  speed.  The  rest  of 
the  story  shall  be  told  in  his  own  words  : — 

“We  were  at  home,  and  we  passed  hurriedly  into 
the  garden.  I called  a little  brother  to  join  us ; in  a 
moment  we  were  all  three  standing  beneath  the  eaves 
of  the  summer-house.  There  was  a small  hole  in  the 
cornice  of  the  eaves,  and  I knew  that  in  this  a pair  of 
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blue-birds  had  nested,  and  supposed  that  they  must 
be  just  about  hatched  now.  My  sister  stood  watching 
my  proceedings  with  great  anxiety,  for  they  were  en- 
tirely mysterious  to  her.  She  saw  me  take  my  little 
brother  aside,  and  whisper  my  directions  to  him  ; then 
the  little  fellow  prepared  to  climb  up  the  columns  of 
the  summer-house,  and  with  my  assistance  reached  the 
cornice.  His  little  hand  was  inserted  into  the  hole,  and 
with  the  greatest  care  not  to  touch  either  the  sides  of 
the  hole,  or  the  nest  within,  he  daintily  plucks  out  the 
young  ones,  one  by  one,  and  hands  them  down  to  me. 
They  are  the  same  age  with  the  mocking-birds,  but 
smaller. 

“ ‘ Now,  sister,  give  me  those  little  ones  ; and  haste, 
dear,  for  I am  afraid  the  old  ones,  who  have  gone  out 
for  food,  will  come  back.’ 

“ She  is  so  flurried  she  does  not  realize  what  I am 
about  to  do,  but  hastily  places  the  young  birds,  now 
warm  and  fully  alive,  in  my  hand.  They  are  reached 
to  my  brother.  ‘ Drop  them  in  quick,  quick  ! and  come 
down.  Jump ! I ’ll  catch  you.’ 

“Down  he  comes,  and  then,  after  my  whispering  some- 
thing more  to  him,  he  snatched  the  young  blue-birds 
from  my  hand,  and  ran  off  among  the  shrubbery.  At 
this  moment  wre  heard  the  sweet,  clear  warble  of  the 
blue-birds,  and  I drew  my  sister  a short  distance  away, 
where,  from  behind  a tall  rose-bush,  we  could  watch 
the  proceedings  of  the  old  birds. 

“ ‘ What  does  all  this  mean,  brother  ? What  do  you 
expect  ?•  ’ she  asked,  in  a low,  puzzled  voice,  for  she 
did  not  know  that  the  young  blue-birds  had  been  taken 
out,  so  dexterously  had  we  managed,  and  only  under- 
stood that  her  charge  had  been  transferred  to  the  nest. 

* Brother,  you  surely  can’t  expect  that  little  blue-bird 
to  take  care  of  eight  young  ones — your  fairy  will  have 
to  help,  sure  enough ! ' 

“ ‘ Hush  ! hush  ! ’ said  I,  all  eagerness,  for,  with  an 
insect  in  its  mouth,  one  of  the  old  birds,  twitting 
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st  nerrily,  had  alighted  near  the  hole,  and  without  hesita- 
ig  lion  glided  in,  and  in  a moment  or  two  came  forth 
jgain,  without  seeming  to  have  observed  that  there  was 
le  anything  wrong.  My  heart  beat  more  freely,  for  I saw 
in  ihat  the  insect  had  been  left  behind,  clearly,  in  the 
of  hroat  of  one  of  the  intruders,  for  the  bird  plumed 
k dmself  gaily  outside,  as  if  happy  in  having  performed 
id  1 pleasant  duty.  But  this  was  the  male  bird,  and  it 
of  Iras  the  arriving  of  the  female  that  I knew  was 
le  host  to  be  dreaded, — for  if  the  sharp  instinct  of  the 
le  pother  did  not  detect  the  fraud,  I felt  that  it  would 
nt  ucceed. 

“ In  my  elation  at  my  success  so  far,  I had  explained 
te;  ay  object  to  my  sister,  who,  as  she  did  not  understand 
it  [bout  the  making  away  with  the  young  blue-birds,  was 
ow  infinitely  delighted  at  the  probable  success  of  the 
m bheme,  and  I could  scarcely  keep  within  bounds  her 
tancing  impatience  to  see  what  the  mother  would  do, 
Lear  what  the  mother  would  say.  Here  she  comes ! 
ind  in  a business-like  and  straight-forward  way  glided 
.irectly  into  the  hole.  We  held  our  breaths,  and  stood 
n tiptoe.  Out  she  darts  with  a low  cry,  still  hold- 
og  the  insect  in  her  mouth.  Our  hearts  sank ; she 
Las  discovered  all,  and  refuses  to  adopt  the  strangers ! 
Jhe  flew  to  her  mate,  and  seemed  to  communicate  some 
ad  intelligence  to  him. 

I “He  was  busily  engaged  in  trimming  his  feathers,  and 
lerely  straightened  himself  up  for  a moment,  and  then, 
dth  an  air  of  the  coolest  indifference,  proceeded  with 
is  occupation.  The  poor  female  seemed  to  be  sadly 
istressed  and  puzzled;  she  flew  around  the  nest, 
[ttering  a low,  mournful  cry,  then  returned  to  her 
philosophical  mate  for  sympathy,  which  he  seemed  to 
|e  too  busy  with  his  feathers  to  spare  now.  Then  she 
rould  dart  into  the  hole,  stay  a moment,  and  out  again 
uth  the  insect  still  in  her  mouth.  Then  she  would 
ircle  round  and  round  on  the  wing,  as  if  searching  for 
fie  cause  of  the  disturbance,  the  nature  of  which  she 
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evidently  did  not  clearly  understand.  So  she  continued 
to  p''4-,  until  the  male,  having  arranged  his  feathers  t< 
hk;  l.king,  flew  off,  with  a pleasant  call  to  her,  in  searct 
of  more  food.  This  seemed  to  decide  her  uncertainty 
for  darting  now  into  the  nest,  she  immediately  fed  th< 
worm  to  one  of  those  lusty  young  fellows  that  hac 
grown  so  wonderfully  since  she  last  went  out,  and  then 
came  forth  chirping,  and  apparently  reconciled,  anc 
followed  her  mate. 

“ ‘ There ! it  succeeds ! it  succeeds ! they  are  safe 
now;  these  birds  are  more  industrious  than  the 
mocking-birds,  aud  will  feed  them  better ! good ! 
good !’ 

“‘Your  fairy  spell  has  succeeded,  brother,  sure 
enough !’  and  she  clapped  her  hands  and  danced  foi 
joy ; and  I am  not  sure  that  I did  not  join  her  most 
obstreperously,  for  I never  was  more  delighted  in  mj 
life  at  the  success  of  any  little  scheme. 

“ I knew  the  birds  were  safe  if  the  female  ever  fed 
them  once.  So  it  proved ; for  never  did  I see  little 
fellows  grow  with  greater  lustihood  than  they.  Dailj 
we  watched  them ; and  in  ten  days,  or  two  weeks,  were 
greatly  amused  to  see  the  industrious  old  birds  perse- 
veringly  laboring  to  fill  gaping  throats  that  wen 
nearly  large  enough  to  swallow  them  bodily  whole.  1 
now  narrowed  the  hole  with  wire,  so  that  the  blue- 
birds could  get  in,  and  the  mocking-birds  could  not 
get  out,  for  they  were  quite  double  the  size  of  theii 
foster-parents. 

“ When  they  were  full  fledged  we  took  them  to  tht 
house,  and  placed  them  in  au  aviary  I had  prepared 
for  them,  in  a recess  which  contained  a large  window 
and  looked  out  upou  the  gardens.  In  two  days  1 
found,  to  my  great  astonishment,  the  old  blue-birds 
endeavoring  to  feed  them  through  the  wires.  Thej 
had  found  them  out,  the  faithful  creatures,  and  not 
content  with  having  already  spent  double  the  amount 
of  labor  upon  them  that  they  would  have  bestowed 
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on  their  own  offspring,  they  followed  them  up  with 
eir  unwearying  solicitude. 

I was  greatly  shocked  at  first  to  observe  the  cool 
ifference  with  which  the  young  aristocrats  of  song 
eyed  their  humble  foster-parents.  After  a while  it 
e,  in  spite,  of  the  shameful  ingratitude  it  exhibited, 
be  a constant  source  of  merriment  with  us  to  watch 
lordly  and  impudent  nonchalance  with  which  they 
[raid  turn  their  heads  to  one  side,  and  look  down  at 
poor  blue-birds,  fluttering  against  the  bars  with 
der  cries  to  attract  their  notice,  with  an  expression 
ich  seemed  as  plainly  as  could  be  to  say,  ‘ Who  are 
u,  pray  ? get  away,  you  common  fellows ! ’ 

A fine  pair  of  old  mocking-birds  found  them,  too ; 
t when  they  came,  our  gentry  behaved  very  differ- 
tly,  and  seemed  crazy  to  get  out.  They  became  very 
, and  I finally  fulfilled  my  vow  of  turning  them 
ose,  and  for  a long  time  they  were  so  tame  that  they 
ould  take  food  from  our  hands  anywhere.  They  lived 

Ii  the  place,  and  we  felt  ourselves  for  years  afterwards 
entifully,  ay,  bounteously  rewarded  for  our  anxiety 
l account  of  the  little  outcasts,  by  the  glorious  songs 
tey  sang  for  us  the  summer  nights  to  dream  by.  Thus 
was  my  fair  sister  helped  me  out  of  the  scrape  with 
ty  young  mocking-birds ! ” 

—Wood’s  Natural  History . 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  BEES. 

We  watch  for  the  light  of  the  morn  to  break 
And  color  the  eastern  sky, 

| With  its  blended  hues  of  saffron  and  lake, 
Then  say  to  each  other,  “ Awake ! awake ! 

! For  our  winter’s  honey  is  all  to  make, 

I And  our  bread  for  a long  supply,” 
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Then  off  we  hie  to  the  hill  and  the  dell, 

To  the  field,  the  meadow,  and  bower ; 

In  the  columbine’s  horn  we  love  to  dwell, 

To  dip  in  the  lily  with  snow-white  bell. 

To  search  the  balm  in  its  odorous  cell, 

The  mint  and  the  rosemary  flower. 

We  seek  the  bloom  of  the  eglantine, 

Of  the  painted  thistle  and  brier ; 

And  follow  the  steps  of  the  wandering  vine, 
Whether  it  trail  on.  the  earth  supine, 

Or  round  the  aspiring  tree-top  twine, 

And  reach  for  a state  still  higher. 

As  each  on  the  good  of  her  sisters  bent, 

Is  busy  and  cares  for  all. 

We  hope  for  an  evening  with  heart’s  content, 
For  the  winter  of  life  without  lament, 

That  summer  is  gone  with  its  hours  misspent, 
And  the  harvest  is  past  recall* 

—Miss  Gould. 


TRY  AGAIN. 


It  is  related  of  Timour,  the  great  conqueror,  that  h 
was  once  forced  in  flying  from  his  enemies,  to  hide  i 
an  old  ruined  building,  where  he  sat  alone  many  hours 
He  tried  to  turn  his  mind  from  his  troubles  and  t 
forget  danger,  by  wTatching  very  closely  an  ant,  tha 
was  carrying  a grain  of  corn  larger  than  itself,  up 
high  wall. 

In  its  efforts  to  get  up,  he  found  that  the  grain  fel 
sixty-nine  times  to  the  ground;  but  the  seventietl 
time,  the  ant  reached  the  top  of  the  wall  with  it  “Thi 
sight,”  said  Timour,  ‘‘gave  me  hope  and  courage  at  thi 
moment,  and  I have  never  forgotten  the  lesson  taugh 
me  by  the  little  ant” 


an 


Now,  children,  when  you  have  a difficult  lesson  to 
and  have  tried  sixty-nine  times  in  vain  to  get  it, 
again;  there  is  yet  hope  of  success  in  the  seventieth 
You  surely  would  be  ashamed  to  show  less 
than  this  little  insect. 

And  yet  how  much  might  man  learn  even  from  the 
animals,  if  he  would  but  see  and  think!  I will 
you  of  one,  who  took  a lesson  of  hope  and  courage 
the  conduct  of  a little  spider. 

Robert  Bruce  was  at  one  time  almost  in  despair  of 
good  his  right  to  the  throne,  and  of  restoring 
to  Scotland ; he  had.  been  so  often  defeated, 
there  seemed  so  little  chance  of  success,  that  he 
lubtfed  whether  it  was  his  duty  to  try  again. 

While  thus  doubtful  what  he  should  do,  Bruce  looked 
Inward  to  the  roof  of  the  cabin  where  he  lay  on  his 
d,  and  saw  a spider,  which,  hanging  at  the  end  of  a 
tig  thread  of  its  own  spinning,  was  trying  to  swing 
self  from  one  beam  in  the  roof  to  another,  for  the 
irpose  of  fixing  the  line  for  its  web. 
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The  insect  made  the  attempt  again  and  again  wit 
out  success ; and  at  length  Bruce  counted  that  it  hi 
tried  to  carry  its  point  six  times,  and  had  been  as  oft 
unable  to  do  so. 

It  reminded  him  that  he  had  himself  fought  just  s 
battles,  and  that  the  poor,  persevering  spider  w 
exactly  in  the  same  situation  with  himself,  liavu 
made  as  many  trials,  and  as  often  failed  in  what 
aimed  at. 

“Now,”  thought  Bruce,  “as  I do  not  know  what 
best  to  be  done,  I will  be  guided  by  the  spider, 
the  insect  shall  make  another  effort  to  fix  its  thre 
and  shall  be  successful,  I will  venture  a seventh  tii 
to  try  my  fortune  in  Scotland  ; but  if  the  spider  sh; 
fail,  I will  go  away  and  never  return  to  my  nati 
country  again.” 

"While  Bruce  was  forming  this  resolution,  the  spid 
made  another  attempt  with  all  the  force  it  con 
muster,  and  fairly  succeeded  in  fastening  its  thre 
on  the  beam,  which  it  had  so  often  in  vain  tried 
reach. 

Bruce  seeing  the  success  of  the  spider,  was  encourag 
to  make  one  more  effort  for  his  country,  and  as  he  ne> 
before  gained  a victory,  so  he  never  afterwards  n 
with  any  great  defeat. 


LATREILLE  AND  THE  BEETLE, 

At  the  end  of  last  century  there  lived,  in  a town 
France,  a celebrated  naturalist  named  Latreille.  J 
spent  much  of  his  time  in  watching  the  habits 
insects,  and  took  little  interest  in  anything  else.  Si 
pected,  however,  of  being  an  enemy  to  the  govemme 
he  was  seized  and  cast  into  prison.  But  it  was  t 
will  of  God  to  save  Latreille,  and  a messenger  * 
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int  to  deliver  him.  This  messenger  was  a little  blue 
eetle  ! This  little  creature  was  crawling  on  the  wall 
f his  prison,  and  Latreille  was  watching  it  attentively 
;t  the  very  moment  when  the  doctor  of  the  prison  was 
oing  his  rounds.  The  doctor  had  a young  friend  who 
as  fond  of  curious  insects,  and  when  Latreille  told 
.ini  that  this  little  creature  was  a rare  specimen,  he 
|arried  it  off  to  his  friend. 

This  friend  wished  to  see  the  man  who  had  sent 
im  such  a rare  beetle.  He  visited  Latreille  in  prison, 
pas  delighted  with  his  conversation,  and  as  he  happened 
jo  have  some  influence  with  the  government,  he  per- 
suaded them  to  set  Latreille  free. 

Soon  after,  Latreille’s  fellow-prisoners  were  banished. 
?hey  were  sent  in  a ship  bound  to  Cayenne,  which 
oundered  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  and  every  one  on 
ioard  perished.  This  would  probably  have  been 
jatreille’s  fate,  but  for  the  visit  to  his  prison  of  the 
ittle  blue  red-shouldered  beetle. 

He  ever  after  loved  the  little  creature,  which  he 
ailed  “the  miraculous  cause  of  his  liberty” — “an 
Qsect  very  dear  to  him.”  When  he  was  an  old  man, 
ine  of  these  little  beetles  used  to  be  his  gift  to  his 
avorite  pupils,  and  was  highly  prized  by  them,  as  a 
listinguished  mark  of  his  favor. 

This  little  insect  was  as  truly  the  means  used  by 
plod  to  deliver  Latreille,  as  if  God  had  sent  an  angel 
o open  the  prison  doors.  When  it  pleases  God  to 
j leliver  any  one  from  prison,  or  from  death,  an  insect 
jnay  be  His  messenger,  and  do  His  will  as  well  as  an 
ngel ; for  the  smallest  and  least  of  His  creatures  obey 
dis  will,  and  are  not  beneath  His  notice. 
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ADVENTURE  WITH  AN  ELEPHANT, 

Few  sportsmen  have  been  placed  in  a more  terribh 
predicament  than  was  Mr  Anderson,  while  haltinc 
at  Kobis,  on  his  road  to  Lake  Ngami.  Hearing  tka' 
elephants  and  rhinoceroses  were  in  the  habit  of  fre- 
quenting certain  pools  to  drink,  he  set  out  alone  one 
moonlight  night,  carrying  a blanket  and  two  or  three 
guns,  and  took  up  his  position  on  a strip  of  land  that 
divided  two  pools*  “Just  as  I had  completed  my 
arrangements,”  says  he,  “a  noise  like  that  of  the 
passage  of  artillery  broke  the  stillness  of  the  air — it 
evidently  came  from  the  direction  of  one  of  the  nume- 
rous stony  paths,  or  rather  tracks,  leading  to  the  water. 
Raising  myself  from  my  recumbent  position,  I fixed 
my  eyes  steadily  on  the  part  of  the  bush  whence  the 
strange  sounds  proceeded,  but  for  some  time  I was 
unable  to  make  out  the  cause.  All  at  once,  however, 
the  mystery  was  explained  by  the  appearance  of  an 
immense  elephant,  immediately  followed  by  others, 
amounting  to  eighteen.  Their  towering  forms  told 
me  at  a glance  that  they  were  all  males. 
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“ Crouching  down  as  low  as  possible,  I waited  with 
beating  heart  and  ready  rifle  the  approach  of  the  lead- 
ing male,  who,  unconscious  of  peril,  was  making  straight 
for  my  hiding-place.  The  position  of  his  body,  however, 
Was  unfavorable  for  a shot ; and  knowing  from  experi- 
ence that  I had  little  chance  of  obtaining  more  than  a 
single  good  one,  I waited  for  an  opportunity  to  fire  at 
his  shoulder,  which,  as  before  said,  is  preferable  to  any 
other  part  when  shooting  at  night.  But  this  chance, 
Unfortunately,  was  not  afforded  me  till  his  enormous 
i bulk  towered  above  my  head.  The  consequence  was 
hat,  while  in  the  act  of  raising  the  muzzle  of  my  rifle, 
jny  body  caught  his  eye,  and  before  I could  place  the 
piece  to  my  shoulder,  he  swung  himself  round,  and, 
vith  trunk  elevated  and  ears  spread,  desperately  charged 
ne.  My  life  was  now  in  imminent  jeopardy;  and 
leeing  that  if  I remained  partially  erect  he  would  in- 
witably  seize  me  with  his  proboscis,  I threw  myself 
I >n  my  back  with  some  violence,  in  which  position, 
](  |nd  without  shouldering  the  rifle,  I fired  upwards  at 
' jandom  towards  his  chest,  uttering,  at  the  same  time, 
e,  lie  most  piercing  shouts  and  cries.  The  change  of 
m position,  in  all  human  probability,  saved  my  life ; for 
e(  t the  same  instant  the  trunk  of  the  enraged  animal 
ai  escended  precisely  on  the  spot  where  I had  fceen  pre- 
iously  crouched,  sweeping  away  the  stones  like  so 
l1(  a any  pebbles.  In  another  moment  his  broad  fore- 
jl  set  passed  directly  over  my  face. 

[f  , “ I now  expected  nothing  short  of  being  crushed  to 
et  jeath;  but  imagine  my  relief  when,  instead  of  renewing 
ej  >ie  charge,  he  swerved  to  the  left,  and  moved  off  with 
Ij  pnsiderable  rapidity — most  happily  without  my  having 
f Reived  other  injuries  than  a few  bruises,  occasioned 
j ly  the  falling  of  the  stones.  Under  Providence,  I 
M tribute  my  extraordinary  escape  to  the  confusion  of 
ie  animal  caused  by  the  wound  I had  inflicted  on  him, 
n ■ id  to  the  cries  elicited  from  me  when  in  my  utmost 
ped/’  — Wild  Sports  of  the  World . 

1 1 i 
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LION-HUNTING. 

Lions  seldom  choose  to  attack  mankind,  unless  th< 
are  very  hungry,  or  unless  they  are  first  assaulte 
When,  however,  they  have  once  tasted  human  bloo 
they  are  said  to  prefer  it  to  any  other  food,  and  w 
seek  their  prey  in  the  most  determined  manner.  Su 
lions  are  significantly  called  by  the  natives,  “ man-et 
ers.”  As  an  example  of  the  resolute  manner  in  whi 
a hungry  “ man-eater  ” will  attack  a human  being,  t 
account  of  Cumming  will  suffice  : — 

“ After  supper,  three  of  my  men  returned  befit 
their  comrades,  and  lay  down ; those  were  John  Stc 
lus,  Hendrick,  and  Ruyter.  In  a few  minutes  an  • 
came  out  by  the  gate  of  the  kraal,  and  walked  roii  : 
the  back  of  it.  Hendrick  got  up  and  drove  him 
again,  and  then  went  back  to  his  fireside  and  lay  do^  1 
Hendrick  and  Ruyter  lay  on  one  side  of  the  fire  un  i 
one  blanket,  and  John  Stofolus  lay  on  the  other.  t 
this  moment  I was  sitting  taking  some  barley  brr  i 
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Our  fire  was  very  small,  and  the  night  was  pitch-dark 
and  windy.  Owing  to  our  proximity  to  the  native  vil- 
lage, the  wood1  was  very  scarce,  the  Bakalahari  having 
burnt  it  all  in  their  fires. 

“Suddenly  the  appalling  and  murderous  voice  of 
an  angry  bloodthirsty  lion  burst  upon  my  ear,  within 
a few  yards  of  us,  followed  by  the  shrieking  of  the 
Hottentots.  Again  and  again  the  murderous  roar  of 
attack  was  repeated.  "We  heard  John  and  Ruyter 
Ishriek,  ‘ The  lion  ! the  lion ! * still  for  a few  minutes 
e thought  he  was  chasing  one  of  the  dogs  round  the 
kraal ; but  the  next  instant  John  Stofolus  rushed  into 
the  .midst  of  us,  almost  speechless  with  fear  and  ter- 
ror, his  eyes  bursting  from  their  sockets,  and.  shrieked 
out,  ‘ The  lion ! the  lion ! he  has  got  Hendrick.;  he 
dragged  him  away  from  the  fire  beside  me ; I struck 
him  with  the  burning  brands  upon  his  head ; but  he 
would  not  let  go  his  hold.  Hendrick  is  dead!  O 
God ! Hendrick  is  dead ! Let  us  take  fire  and  seek 
him/  The  rest  of  my  people  rushed  about,  shrieking 
and  yelling  as  if  they  were  mad.  I was  at  once  angry 
with  them  for  their  folly,  and  told  them  if  they  did 
hot  stand  still  and  keep  quiet,  the  lion  would  have  an- 
other of  us,  and  that  very  likely  there  was  a troop  of 
phem.  I ordered  the  dogs,  which  were  nearly  all  fast, 
o be  set  loose,  and  the  fire  to  be  increased  as  far  as 
;ould  be.  I then  shouted  Hendrick’s  name,  but  all 
vas  still.  I told  my  men  that  Hendrick  was  dead, 
md  that  a regiment  of  soldiers  could  not  now  help 
lim  ; and  hunting  my  dogs  forward,  I had  everything 
jrought  within  the  cattle-kraal,  when  we  lighted  our 
ire,  and  closed  the  entrance  as  well  as  we  could. 

My  terrified  people  sat  round  the  fire  with  guns  in 
heir  hands  till  the  day  broke,  still  fancying  that  every 
nomen t the  lion  would  return,  and  spring  again  into 
he  midst  of  us.  When  the  dogs  were  first  let  go,  the 
tupid  brutes,  as  dogs  often  prove  when  most  required, 
nstead  of  going  at  the  lion,  rushed  fiercely  on  one  an- 
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other,  and  fought  desperately  for  some  minutes.  Aftei 
this  they  got  his  scent,  and  going  at  him,  disclosed  t< 
us  his  position  ; they  kept  up  a continual  barking  til 
the  day  dawned,  the  lion  occasionally  springing  afte 
them,  and  driving  them  in  upon  the  kraal.  The  hor 
rible  monster  lay  all  night  within  forty  yards  of  us,  con 
suining  the  wretched  man  whom  he  had  chosen  fo 
his  prey.  He  had  dragged  him  into  a little  hollow  a 
the  back  of  the  thick  bush,  beside  which  the  fire  wai 
kindled,  and  there  he  remained  till  the  day  dawned 
careless  of  our  proximity. 

“ It  appeared  that  when  the  unfortunate  Hendricl 
rose  to  drive  in  the  ox,  the  lion  had  watched  him  t< 
the  fire-side,  and  he  had  scarcely  lain  down  when  th 
brute  sprang  on  him  and  Kuyter,  (for  both  lay  unde 
one  blanket,)  with  his  appalling  murderous  roar ; am 
roaring  as  he  lay,  grappled  him  with  his  fearful  claws 
and  kept  biting  him  on  the  breast  and  shoulder,  a 
the  while  feeling  for  his  neck,  having  got  hold  o 
which,  he  at  once  dragged  him  away  backwards  roun 
the  back  into  the  dense  shade. 

fi  As  the  lion  lay  on  the  unfortunate  man,  he  faintl 
efted  out,  ‘ Help  me,  help  me ; 0 God ! men,  hel 
me  !’  After  which  the  fearful  beast  got  a hold  of  hi 
neck,  and  then  all  was  still,  except  that  his  comrade 
heard  the  bones  of  his  neck  cracking  between  the  teet 
of  the  lion.  John  Stofolus  had  lain  with  his  back  t 
the  fire  on  the  opposite  side ; and,  on  hearing  the  lioi 
he  sprang  up,  and  seizing  a large  flaming  brand,  1 
had  belabored  him  on  the  head  with  the  burning  worn 
but  the  brute  did  not  take  any  notice  of  him.  T1 
bushman  had  a narrow  escape  ; he  was  not  altogetln 
scatheless,  the  lion  having  inflicted  two  gashes  on  Iiii 
with  his  claws/’ 

It  may  be  satisfactory  to  those  who  read  the  abm 
passage  to  know  that  the  lion  had  no  more  opporti 
nities  of  exercising  his  man-eating  propensities,  for  , 
the  morrow’s  dawn  the  death  of  his  servant  was  r 
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THE  LION  AND  THE  CUB. 

A lion  cub,  of  sordid  mind, 

Avoided  all  the  lion  kind ; 

Eond  of  applause,  he  sought  the  feasts 
Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  beasts, 

With  asses  all  his  time  he  spent, 

Their  club’s  perpetual  president. 

He  caught  their  manners,  looks,  and  airs ; 
An  ass  in  everything  but  ears  ! 

If  e’er  his  Highness  meant  a joke, 

They  grinn’d  applause  before  he  spoke  ; 
But  at  each  word  what  shouts  of  praise ; 
Goodness  ! how  natural  he  brays  ! 

Elate  with  flattery  and  conceit. 

He  seeks  his  royal  sire’s  retreat ; 

Forward  and  fond  to  show  his  parts, 

His  Highness  brays  ; the  lion  starts. 

“ Puppy  ! that  cursed  vociferation 
Betrays  thy  life  and  conversation ; 
Coxcombs,  an  ever-noisy  race. 

Are  trumpets  of  their  own  disgrace.” 

“ Why  so  severe?”  the  cub  replies  ; 

**  Our  senate  always  held  me  wise  !” 

“ How  weak  is  pride,”  returns  the  sire ; 
“ All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  admire ! 
But  know,  what  stupid  asses  prize, 

Lions  and  noble  beasts  despise.” 


—Gay. 
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ANECDOTES  OF  THE  TIGER. 


Mbs  Lee  tells  us  of  a wild  tiger  actually  frightened 
away  by  a simple  stratagem.  Her  brother  had  jusl 
returned  from  the  tent  of  a brother  officer,  when  his 
servant  came  running  up  to  him  in  a state  of  greal 
alarm,  saying  that  a tiger  was  near.  Having  giver 
the  alarm,  they  immediately  ran  away,  leaving  tbei] 
master  alone  in  his  garden,  rather  wishing  to  see  the 
tiger  than  otherwise.  In  a very  short  time  the  tigei 
actually  did  make  his  appearance,  and,  stopping  short 
in  front  of  the  officer,  began  to  growl,  and  ther 
crouched  in  that  most  ominous  attitude  assumed  by  i 
cat  when  about  to  spring  on  a mouse.  This  convincec 
the  officer  that  he  had  not  escaped  the  animal’s  observa- 
tion, as  he  had  at  first  supposed  ; and  on  the  impulse 
of  the  moment,  he  took  off  his  big  bear-skin  grenadier^ 
cap,  and  putting  it  before  his  face,  roared  in  it, 
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endeavoring  with  some  success  to  make  his  roar  as 
lifferent  as  possible  from  that  of  honest  Snug,  the 
oiner.  The  tiger,  naturally  astounded  at  such  an 
incouth  sound,  proceeding  from  such  an  uncouth 
)bject,  turned  tail  and  leaped  into  the  thicket.  All 
langer  being  over,  the  servants  courageously  came  to 
lelp  their  master  with  drums  and  torches.  Really  the 
tiger’s  panic  is  not  at  all  to  be  wondered  at.  We 
English  are  proudly  pre-eminent  among  the  nations 
[or  an  execrable  taste  in  hats,  the  officer’s  foraging  cap 
ind  the  “ wide-awake  ” being  the  only  exceptions  ; and 
imong  these  caps,  that  of  the  grenadier  is  almost  the 
nost  absurd,  while  as  a soldier’s  cap  it  is  most  sense- 
ess,  its  only  recommendation  being  that  the  wearer  is 
breed  to  walk  very  upright  to  prevent  it  from  tumbling 
|)ff.  No  wonder,  then,  that  a shapeless  mass  of  black 
:ur,  suddenly  protruded  in  the  tiger’s  face,  and 
[ mimated  with  a rough  voice  reverberating  in  its 
[vicker  recesses,  should  scare  away  an  animal  who  was 
aot  sufficiently  civilized  to  be  accustomed  to  such 
monstrosities. 

The  same  writer  heard  from  an  eye-witness  of  the 
scene,  an  anecdote  showing  that  the  tiger  sometimes 

I snatches  away  his  prey  without  springing.  A gentle- 
man was  proceeding  along  a narrow,  high-banked 
fiver,  in  a covered  boat,  on  the  roof  of  which  his  prin- 
cipal servant  had  gone  to  smoke.  He  did  not  long 
pnjoy  his  quiet  and  elevated  position,  for  a tiger  put 
ts  paw  out,  dragged  the  man  off  the  roof  of  the  boat 
is  it  passed,  and  carried  him  away  into  the  jungle. 

I The  tiger,  as  well  as  the  lion,  has  often  permitted 
the  company  of  otjher  animals  in  its  cage ; and  in  one 
Instance,  after  it  had  made  friends  with  a dog,  another 
jvas  substituted,  the  precaution  having  been  taken  to 
nake  the  exchange  after  the  tiger  had  been  fed.  Tire 
i iecond  companion  was  welcomed  as  warmly  as  the 
irst,  and  was  permitted  to  take  all  kinds  of  liberties 
1 with  its  enormous  friend,  who  even  suffered  it  to 


136 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


bark  at  and  bite  him  Without  displaying  the  slightest 
resentment. 

It  is  a great  mistake  to  imagine  that  the  tiger  is 
morose  and  untamable,  as  it  can  be  tamed  quite  as 
easily  as  the  lion,  and  displays  as  much  affection  for  its 
keeper,  if  he  treats  it  kindly.  Great  care,  however, 
must  be  taken  with  all  these  animals,  as,  even  although 
they  are  apparently  quite  tame,  their  savage  nature 
sometimes  breaks  out  on  very  slight  occasions,  even 
though  they  had  previously  endured  great  provocations 
without  complaint.  Such  was  the  case  a short  time 
since,  when  the  celebrated  “ lion  queen  ” at  Wombwell's 
fell  a victim  to  the  sudden  irritability  of  the  tiger. 
She  had  been  forced  to  chastise  the  tiger  for  some  dis- 
obedience of  orders,  when  the  animal  suddenly  turned 
upon  her,  grasped  her  by  the  throat,  and  in  a very 
short  time  after  she  was  taken  out  of  the  cage  she 
died.  Death  in  this  case  was  probably  as  much  occa- 
sioned by  fear  as  by  the  injuries  inflicted  by  the  tiger, 
as,  on  examination,  no  wound  was  found  that  would 
have  caused  death.  In  all  probability,  the  tiger  had 
no  intention  of  carrying  his  revenge  so  far,  but,  uncon- 
scious of  his  strength,  turned  on  his  assailant  in  a 
moment  of  irritability  and  bit  at  her,  with  no  more 
intention  of  killing  her  than  a cat  has  when  she  snaps 
at  the  hand  which  pulls  her  tail.  The  effects,  however, 
of  the  pat  of  a cat’s  paw,  or  the  snap  of  a cat’s  teeth, 
are  very  different  from  the  effects  of  a blow  from  a 
tiger’s  talons,  or  the  grasp  of  a tiger’s  jaws,  although 
they  may  be  dealt  with  equally  harmless  intentions.  The 
strength  of  this  creature  is  most  extraordinary,  espe- 
cially when  we  consider  in  what  a small  compass  it  is 
comprised.  — Anecdotes  of  Animal  Life. 
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ADVENTURE  WITH  A BEAR. 

position  which  Heywood  occupied  was  rather  dan- 
erous.  The  tree  lay  on  the  edge  of  an  overhanging 
;ank  of  clay,  about  ten  feet  above  the  water,  which  was 
eep  and  rapid  at  that  place.  At  first  the  young  man 
it  down  on  the  tree-trunk  near  its  root ; but  after 
time,  finding  the  position  not  quite  to  his  mind,  he 
aanged  it,  and  went  close  to  the  edge  of  the  bank.  He 
as  so  much  occupied  with  his  drawing,  that  he  did 
lot  observe  that  the  ground  on  which  his  feet  rested 
16  btually  overhung  the  stream.  As  his  weight  rested 
In  the  fallen  tree,  however,  he  remained  there  safe 
pough  and  busy  for  half  an  hour. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  he  was  disturbed  by  a noise 
l the  bushes.  Looking  up,  he  beheld  a large  brown 
ear  coming  straight  towards  him.  Evidently  the  bear 
id  not  see  him,  for  it  was  coming  slowly  and  lazily 
long,  with  a quiet,  meditative  expression  on  its  face, 
he  appearance  of  the  animal  was  so  sudden  and 


138 


THIEL)  BOOK  OF  BEADING  LESSONS. 


unexpected,  that  poor  Heywood’s  heart  almost  leaped 
into  his  mouth.  His  face  grew  deadly  pale,  his  long 
hair  almost  rose  on  his  head  with  terror,  and  he  was 
utterly  unable  to  move  hand  or  foot. 

In  another  moment  the  bear  was  within  three  yards 
of  him,  and,  being  taken  by  surprise,  it  immediately 
rose  on  its  hind  legs,  which  is  the  custom  of  bears 
when  about  to  make  or  receive  an  attack.  It  stared 
for  a moment  at  the  horrified  artist 

Let  not  my  reader  think  that  Heywood’s  feelings 
were  due  to  cowardice.  The  bravest  of  men  have  been 
panic-stricken  when  taken  by  surprise.  The  young 
man  had  never  seen  a bear  before,  except  in  a cage,  and 
the  difference  between  a caged  and  a free  bear  is  very 
great.  Besides,  when  a rough-looking  monster  of  this 
kind  comes  unexpectedly  on  a man  who  is  unarmed, 
and  has  no  chance  of  escape,  and  rises  on  its  hind  legs, 
as  if  to  let  him  have  a full  view  of  its  enormous  size, 
its  great  strength,  and  its  ugly  appearance,  he  may 
well  be  excused  for  feeling  a little  uncomfortable,  and 
looking  somewhat  uneasy. 

When  the  bear  rose,  as  I have  said,  Heywood’s 
courage  returned.  His  first  act  was  to  fling  his  sketch- 
book in  Bruin’s  face,  and  then,  uttering  a loud  yell,  he 
sprang  to  his  feet,  intending  to  run  away.  But  the 
violence  of  his  action  broke  off  the  earth  under  his 
feet.  He  dropt  into  the  river  like  a lump  of  lead,  and 
was  whirled  away  in  a moment ! 

What  that  bear  thought  when  it  saw  the  man  vanish 
from  the  spot  like  a ghost,  of  course  I cannot  tell.  It 
certainly  looked  surprised,  and,  if  it  was  a bear  of 
ordinary  sensibility,  it  must  undoubtedly  have  felt 
astonished.  At  any  rate,  after  standing  there,  gazing 
for  nearly  a minute  in  mute  amazement  at  the  spot 
where  Heywood  had  disappeared,  it  let  itself  down  on 
its  fore-legs,  and,  turning  round,  walked  slowly  back 
into  the  bushes. 

Poor  Heywood  could  not  swim,  so  the  river  did  what 
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t pleased  with  him.  After  sweeping  him  out  into  the 
middle  of  the  stream,  and  rolling  him  over  five  or  six 
times,  and  whirling  him  round  in  an  eddy  close  to  the 
[and,  and  dragging  him  out  again  into  the  main  current, 
and  sending  him  struggling  down  a rapid,  it  threw  him 
(at  last,  like  a bundle  of  old  clothes,  on  a shallow,  where 
managed  to  get  on  his  feet,  and  staggered  to  the 
shore  in  a most  melancholy  plight.  Thereafter  he 
Returned  to  the  encampment,  like  a drowned  rat,  with 
|bis  long  hair  plastered  to  his  thin  face,  and  his  soaked 
garments  clinging  tightly  to  his  slender  body.  Had  he 
been  able  to  see  himself'  at  that  moment,  he  would  have 
laughed,  but,  not  being  able  to  see  himself,  and  feeling 
very  miserable,  he  sighed  and  shuddered  with  cold,  and 
then  set  to  work  to  kindle  a fire  and  dry  himself. 

I Meanwhile  the  bear  continued  its  walk  up  the  river. 
'Arrowhead,  after  a time,  lost  the  track  of  the  bear  he 
fcvas  in  search  of,  and,  believing  that  it  was  too  late  to 
follow  it  up  further  that  night,  he  turned  about,  and 
began  to  retrace  his  steps.  Not  long  after  that,  he  and 
the  bear  met  face  to  face.  Of  course,  the  Indian’s  gun 
taras  levelled  in  an  instant,  but  the  meeting  was  so 
sudden,  that  the  aim  was  not  so  true  as  usual,  and, 
although  the  ball  mortally  wounded  the  animal,  it  did 
not  kill  him  outright. 

There  was  no  time  to  re-load,  so  Arrowhead  dropped 
his  gun  and  ran.  He  doubled  as  he  ran,  and  made  for 
the  encampment ; but  the  bear  ran  faster.  It  was 
Soon  at  the  Indian’s  heels.  Knowing  that  further 
It  light  was  useless,  Arrowhead  drew  the  hatchet  that  hung 
at  his  belt,  and,  turning  round,  faced  the  infuriated 
animal,  which  instantly  rose  on  its  hind  legs  and  closed 
svith  him. 

The  Indian  met  it  with  a tremendous  blow  of  his 
ixe,  seized  it  by  the  throat  with  his  left  hand,  and 
endeavored  to  repeat  the  blow.  But  brave  and  power- 
ful though  he  was,  the  Indian  was  like  a mere  child  in 
the  paw  of  the  bear.  The  axe  descended  with  a crash 
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on  the  monster's  head,  and  sank  into  its  skulL  But 
bears  are  notoriously  hard  to  kill  This  one  scarcely 
seemed  to  feel  the  blow.  Next  instant  Arrowhead  was 
down,  and,  with  its  claws  fixed  in  the  man’s  back,  the 
bear  held  him  down,  while  it  began  to  gnaw  the  fleshy 
part  of  his  left  shoulder. 

No  cry  escaped  from  the  prostrate  hunter.  He  deter- 
mined to  lie  perfectly  still,  as  if  he  were  dead,  that 
being  his  only  chance  of  escape ; but  the  animal  was 
furious,  and  there  is  little  doubt  that  the  Indian’s  brave 
spirit  would  soon  have  fled,  had  not  God  mercifully 
sent  Jasper  Derry  to  his  relief. 

That  stout  hunter  had  been  near  at  hand  when  the 
shot  was  fired.  He  at  once  ran  in  the  direction  whence 
the  sound  came,  and  arrived  on  the  scene  of  the 
struggle  just  as  Arrowhead  fell  Without  a moment’s 
hesitation  he  dropt  on  one  knee,  took  a quick  but  care- 
ful aim  and  fired.  The  ball  entered  the  bear’s  head 
just  behind  the  ear  and  rolled  it  over  dead ! 

Arrowhead’s  first  act  on  rising  was  to  seize  the  hand 
of  his  deliverer,  while  in  a tone  of  deep  feeling  he  ex- 
claimed, “ My  brother  ! ” 

“ Ay,”  said  Jasper  with  a quiet  smile,  as  he  reloaded 
his  gun;  “this  is  not  the  first  time  that  you  and  I 
have  helped  one  another  in  the  nick  of  time,  Arrow- 
head ; we  shall  be  brothers,  and  good  friends  to  boot,  I 
hope,  as  long  as  we  live.” 

“ Good,”  said  the  Indian,  a smile  lighting  up  for  one 
moment  his  usually  grave  features. 

“But  my  brother  is  wounded,  let  me  see,”  said 
Jasper. 

“ It  will  soon  be  well,”  said  the  Indian  carelessly,  as 
he  took  off  his  coat  and  sat  down  on  the  bank,  while 
the  white  hunter  examined  his  wounds. 

This  was  all  that  was  said  on  the  subject  by  these 
two  men.  They  were  used  to  danger  in  every  form, 
and  had  often  saved  each  other  from  sudden  death. 
The  Indian’s  wounds,  though  painful,  were  trifling. 
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! Jasper  dressed  them  in  silence,  and  then,  drawing  hi3 
t ! long  hunting-knife,  he  skinned  and  cut  up  the  bear, 
fi  while  his  companion  lay  down  on  the  bank,  smoked  his 
s pipe,  and  looked  on.  Having  cut  off  the  best  parts  of 
J ; the  carcass  for  supper,  the  hunters  returned  to  the 
I canoe,  carrying  the  skin  along  with  them. 

— -R.  M.  B ALLANT  YNE. 


THE  BEARS  AND  BEES. 

As  two  young  bears,  in  wanton  mood, 
Forth  issuing  from  a neighb’ring  wood, 
Came  where  th’  industrious  bees  had  stored 
In  artful  cells  their  luscious  hoard, 

O’erjoy’d  they  seized,  with  eager  haste, 
Luxurious  on  the  rich  repast. 

Alarm’d  at  this,  the  little  crew 
About  their  ears  vindictive  flew. 

The  beasts,  unable  to  sustain 
The  unequal  combat,  quit  the  plain. 

Half  blind  with  rage,  and  mad  with  pain, 
Their  native  shelter  they  regain  ; 

There  sit,  and  now  discreeter  grown, 

Too  late  their  rashness  they  bemoan ; 

And  this  by  dear  experience  gain — 

That  pleasure ’s  ever  bought  with  pain. 

So  when  the  gilded  baits  of  vice 
Are  placed  before  our  longing  eyes. 

With  greedy  haste  we  snatch  our  fill, 

And  swallow  down  the  latent  ill ; 

But  when  experience  opes  our  eyes. 

Away  the  fancied  pleasure  flies : 

It  flies,  but  oh  ! too  late  we  find 
It  leaves  a real  sting  behind. 


— Merrick. 
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THE  WOLF. 

I shall  not  in  these  pages  attempt  to  describe  one 
species  of  wolf  more  than  another,  as  the  character  oi 
all  wolves  is  so  very  similar.  When  a wolf  is  sup- 
ported by  plenty  of  comrades,  it  is  a most  daring 
animal,  fearing  not  to  attack  foes  far  superior  t( 
itself;  but  if  it  is  pursued  when  alone,  it  instantl} 
becomes  a slinking  cowaidly  animal,  and  often  yieldf 
the  battle  easily.  Sometimes,  however,  when  it  sees 
no  hope  of  escape,  it  turns  upon  its  pursuers,  anc 
fights  with  obstinate  valor  until  the  very  last  In  m 
case  is  the  cowardice  of  a wolf  so  conspicuous  as  wher 
it  is  taken  in  a trap.  Wolves  are  at  all  times  verj 
suspicious,  and  stand  in  great  awe  of  anything  tha 
looks  like  a trap.  There  are  many  authenticate 
accounts  of  travellers  who,  when  met  by  wolves,  woul< 
have  inevitably  been  devoured  had  they  not  terrifiet 
their  enemies  by  letting  a piece  of  cord  trail  behim 
their  carriage.  The  wolves  were  so  much  afraid  o 
this  suspicious  looking  piece  of  cord,  that  they  daret 
not  venture  to  approach  it,  lest  they  should  be  caught 
The  hunters  take  advantage  of  this  trait  of  character 
and  when  they  kill  a beast  too  large  to  carry  awaj 
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they  keep  off  the  wolves  by  a similar  stratagem.  Sup- 
pose a hunter  has  shot  a bison,  he  may  only  want 
the  tongue,  or  a piece  of  the  hump  at  present ; but 
next  day  he  may  want  the  skin,  or  wish  to  make 
another  m^tl.  Now,  if  he  were  to  leave  the  carcass 
as  he  shot  it,  very  few  hours,  or  even  minutes,  would 
elapse  before  it  would  be  converted  into  a skeleton. 
In  order,  then,  to  preserve  his  prey  for  himself,  the 
jhunter  generally  places  a stick  upright  in  the  ground 
hear  the  carcass,  and  to  that  stick  he  ties,  by  a loose 
string,  the  inflated  bladder  of  the  slaughtered  animal. 
f.This  so  effectually  terrifies  the  wolves  that,  although 
|they  run  round  it  all  night,  they  dare  not  approach  it, 
ion  account  of  the  bladder,  which  is  blown  about  in  the 
wind.  Sometimes  a strip  of  skin  is  fastened  to  the 
stick;  but  anything  to  which  wolves  have  not  been 
oi  accustomed  will  answer  the  hunter’s  purpose, 
o ! Major  Strickland’s  account  of  the  wolf  closes  with 
p 'the  following  anecdote,  which  I must  be  permitted  to 
09  give  in  liis  own  words : — 

t*  “A  perilous  adventure  once  befell  my  brother-in-law, 
lj  James.  He  was  a bold  brave  boy,  of  ten  years  old  at 
d the  time,  and  was  on  his  return  home  with  a pair  of 
:t;  oxen,  with  which  he  had  been  assisting  a neighbor, 
m presiding  about  six  miles  from  his  father’s  house.  His 
in  toad  lay  by  the  river  shore,  which  was  dreary  enough 
si  in  the  fall  of  the  year,  and  at  the  evening  hour ; but 
r the  child  was  fearless,  and  saw  the  deepening  shades 
i;i  sink  into  night  without  experiencing  anything  like 
:ei  apprehension. 

ill  I “ He  was  trudging  on  steadily,  singing  cheerfully  as 
iei  he  walked,  when  a sound  came  on  the  night  air,  that 
ini  Sent  a shiver  through  the  young  pedestrian’s  frame — 
(i  the  war-cry  of  the  wolves.  At  first,  he  hoped  he  was 
iei  not  the  object  of  pursuit ; but  the  hideous  uproar  came 
jli!  pearer  and  nearer,  and  then  he  knew  that  he  must  in- 
to stantly  adopt  some  plan  for  his  escape, 
jj  | “His  route  lay  by  the  river  shore,  and  he  could 

l - - v - 
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swim  well ; but  the  night  was  dark,  and  he  might  be 
hurried  into  the  rapids ; and  to  be  dashed  to  pieces  on. 
the  rocks  was  scarcely  less  dreadful  than  to  be  mangled 
and  devoured  by  wolves.  In  this  extremity,  the  child 
lifted  up  his  brave  young  heart  to  God,  and  resolved 
to  use  the  only  chance  left  him  of  escape.  So  he 
mounted  Buck,  the  near-ox,  making  use  of  his  goad, 
shouting  at  the  same  time  to  the  animal  to  excite  him 
to  his  utmost  speed. 

“ In  most  cases,  the  horned  steed  would  have  flung 
off  his  rider,  and  left  him  for  wolves’  meat  without 
hesitation  ; but  Buck  set  off  with  the  speed  of  a race- 
horse, as  if  fully  aware  of  his  young  rider’s  peril.  Nor 
was  his  companion  less  tardy.  Fast,  however,  as  the 
trio  fled,  still  faster  came  on  the  yelling  pack  behind  ; 
and  James  could  ever  hear 

1 Their  long  hard  gallop,  which  could  tire 
The  hounds’  deep  hate  and  hunters’  fire.’ 

"Fortunately  for  him,  old  Buck  heard  it  too,  and 
galloped  on  and  on ; but  still  the  wolves  came  nearer 
and  nearer;  James  shouted  to  keep  them  off;  the 
oxen  almost  flying ; their  chains  rattling  as  they  went. 
This  clanking  sound,  to  which  the  hateful  pack  were 
unaccustomed,  made  them  pause  whenever  they  came 
close  upon  the  oxen,  whilst  the  latter  redoubled  their 
speed,  till  at  length  these  gallant  racers  left  the  wolves 
behind ; and  never  stopped  till  fhey  had  brought  the 
brave  little  fellow  to  his  own  door. 

“ He  had  felt  afraid  but  ouce,  and  that  was  when 
those  dismal  yells  first  broke  upon  his  ear,  but  he  never 
lost  his  presence  of  mind.  He  trusted  in  God,  and 
used  the  means  within  his  reach  for  preservation,  and 
arrived  safe  at  last.  Fewr  boys  would  have  displayed 
so  much  sense  and  spirit;  but  the  boy  is  almost 
always  the  father  of  the  man ; and  what  James  was 
then,  he  is  now,”  — Anecdotes  of  Animal  Life. 
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ANECDOTE  OF  THE  WOLF. 

have  very  limited  means  of  arriving  at  any  satis- 
actory  conclusion  respecting  the  period  of  life  of  wild 
nimals,  especially  the  carnivora.  As  they  live  by 
iolence  and  rapine,  and  as  the  supply  of  their  wants 
ecessarily  becomes  more  and  more  precarious  as  the 
igor  of  youth  departs,  it  is  probable  they  do  not 
ften  nearly  complete  the  period  of  life  allotted  to 
beir  respective  species.  Some  instances,  however,  no 
oubt  occur,  in  which  the  animal  attains  the  utmost 
srge  of  existence.  A few  years  ago;  some  men  were 
Ding  up  Lee’s  Pond,  a lake  about  six  miles  long,  near 
jtanstead,  which  was  frozen  at  the  time,  when  they 
iw  before  them  a party  of  wolves  crossing  the  pond, 
me  in  the  centre  appeared  sick,  and  was  surrounded 
the  rest  in  the  manner  of  a body-guard.  One  of 
ie  men,  who  had  a gun,  pursued  them,  when  some  of 
le  wolves  took  to  flight,  leaving  others  with  the  sup- 
bsed  sick  one,  which,  however,  dropped  off,  one  by 
ie,  as  the  pursuit  grew  hotter,  leaving  at  last  only 
vo  with  it : the  man  then  fired  at  one  of  these  two, 

' it  without  killing  it,  and  they  both  then  fled.  On 
fming  up  to  the  remaining  one,  they  found  it  was  an 
d she-wolf,  completely  blind,  as  was  supposed  from 
;e  alone,  as  her  teeth  were  almost  worn  down.  After 
iv  last  attendants  had  left  her,  she  attempted  to  eon- 
nue  her  course,  but  in  a very  uncertain  manner, 
imetimes  turning  on  her  steps,  or  going  in  a circle, 
tie  men  put  a rope  round  her  and  led  her  to  the 
wn.  In  the  woods  they  found  her  den,  strewed 
fth  a vast  number  of  deers’  bones,  fragments  of  flesh, 
|p.,  all  around  which  the  snow,  though  three  feet 
ep,  was  trodden  hard  and  smooth;  and  from  the 
timber  of  paths  leading  to  this  spot,  it  appeared 
ident  that  this  aged  wolf  had  for  a long  time  been 
pplied  with  prey  by  the  assiduous  attentions  of 
hers.  — P.  H.  Gosse. 
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THE  BEAVER 


One  cannot  fail  to  be  struck  with  admiration  an 
astonishment  on  visiting  the  haunts  of  the  beaver  ; no 
can  we  wonder  that  the  red  men  should  place  him  a 
the  head  of  animal  creation,  or  make  a manitou  c 
him,  when  Egypt,  the  mother  of  the  arts,  worshippe 
such  stupid  and  disgusting  deities.  Whether  you  ca 
it  instinct,  or  whether  it  be  called  reason,  one  thing  i 
certain,  that  if  half  humanity  were  as  intelligent,  a 
provident,  as  laborious,  and  as  harmless  as  the  beavei 
ours  would  be  a very  different  world  from  what  it  is. 

The  beaver  is  the  original  lumberman,  and  the  fir; 
of  hydraulic  engineers.  Simple  and  unostentatiou 
his  food  is  the  bark  of  trees,  and  his  dwelling  a mu 
cabin,  the  door  of  which  is  always  open,  but  und< 
water — conditions  which  secure  retirement,  and  ar 
favorable  to  cool  contemplation.  The  single  objec 
of  his  existence  being  to  secure  bark  enough  for  hin 
self  and  family,  one  would  suppose  there  would  not  b 
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Inch  difficulty  in  that  ; but  as  neither  beaver  nor  any 
tier  animal,  except  man,  is  addicted  to  works  of 
pererogation,  we  may  be  sure  that  the  former,  in  all 
s laborious  arrangements,  and  those  too  which  alter 
e face  of  nature  to  such  an  important  degree,  does  no 
ore  than  is  absolutely  necessary  for  him  to  do.  Cast 
!.  an  inhospitable  climate,  nearly  the  whole  of  his 
bor  is  for  the  purpose  of  laying  in  his  necessary 
inter  supplies,  and  water  is  the  only  medium  by 
inch  he  can  procure  and  preserve  these.  Too  highly 
tdlized  for  a nomadic  life,  he  builds  permanently,  and 
>es  not  quit  his  habitation  until  driven  from  it,  like 
her  respectable  emigrants,  by  stern  necessity.  We  can- 
>t  better  illustfate  the  habits  of  this  interesting  animal 

Iby  accompanying  a beaver  family,  on  some  fine 
ng  in  May,  in  search  of  a new  home.  The  papa 
:r,  with  his  sons  and  sons-in-law,  wife,  daughters 
daughters-in-law,  and  it  may  be  grand-children, 
forth  “prospecting"  the  country  for  a good  location 
, a stream  of  easy  navigation,  and  having  an 
lant  supply  of  their  favorite  food,  the  silver 
and  poplar  growing  as  near  the  river  as  possible, 
ng  selected  these  “limits,"  the  next  step  is  to 
their  dwelling  so  as  to  command  the  greatest 
int  of  food.  For  this  purpose,  they  go  as  far  be- 
i I v the  supplies  as  the  character  of  the  stream  will  per- 
i .t  A pond  of  deep,  still  water  being  an  indispens- 
i le  adjunct  to  their  dwelling,  this  is  obtained  by  the 
n nstruction  of  a dam ; and  few  engineers  could  select 
s.  site  to  produce  the  required  result  so  efficiently  and 
iii  pnomically.  The  dam  and  dwelling  are  forthwith 
» inmenced,  the  materials  employed  in  both  being 
11  cks,  roots,  mud,  and  stones — the  two  former  being 
A i figged  by  the  teeth,  the  latter  carried  between  the 
« [epaws  and  the  chin.  If  the  dam  is  extensive,  whole 
jti  |es  are  gnawed  down,  the  largest  of  which  are  of  the 
i uneter  of  an  ordinary  stovepipe,  the  stump  being 
it  I |t  standing  about  eighteen  inches  above  the  ground, 
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and  pointed  like  a crayon.  Those  trees  which  star 
upon  the  bank  of  the  stream,  they  contrive  to  fall  ini 
the  water  as  cleverly  as  the  most  experienced  woot 
man  ; those  which  are  more  distant  are  cut  up  by  the 
teeth  into  pieces  which  can  be  dragged  to  the  wate 
These  trees  and  branches  are  floated  down  to  the  si 
of  the  dam,  where  they  are  dragged  ashore,  and  plac< 
so  that  the  tops  shall  be  borne  down  by  the  currer 
and  thus  arrest  the  descending  detritus,  and  form 
strong  and  tight  dam.  Critical  parts  are  built  up  “ 1 
hand,”  the  sticks  and  mud,  when  placed,  receiving 
smart  blow  from  the  beaver’s  tail,  just  as  a bricklay 
settles  his  work  with  the  handle  of  his  trowel.  Ti 
habitation  or  hut  of  the  beaver  is  aliftost  bomb-proc 
rising  like  a dome  from  the  ground  on  the  margin 
the  pond,  and  sometimes  six  or  eight  feet  in  thicknc 
at  the  crown.  The  only  entrance  is  from  a level 
three  or  four  feet  under  the  water  of  the  pond.  The 
precautions  are  necessary,  because,  like  all  enterprise 
animals,  the  beaver  is  not  without  its  enemies.  T 
wolverine,  who  is  as  fond  of  beaver  tail  as  an  c 
“ nor’wester,”  would  walk  into  his  hut  if  he  could  or 
get  there ; but  having  the  same  distaste  for  water 
the  cat,  he  must  forego  the  luxury.  It  is  not,  ho 
ever,  for  safety  that  the  beaver  adopts  the  submari 
communication  with  his  dwelling,  although  it  is  i 
that  he  restricts  himself  to  it.  The  same  necessi 
which  compels  him  to  build  a dam,  and  thus  create 
pond  of  water,  obliges  him  to  maintain  communicati 
with  that  pond  when  the  ice  is  three  feet  thick  up 
its  surface.  Living  upon  the  bark  of  trees,  he 
obliged  to  provide  a comparatively  great  bulk  for  ] 
winter’s  consumption,  and  he  must  secure  it  at  t 
season  when  the  new  bark  is  formed,  and  before 
commences  to  dry ; he  must  also  store  it  up  where 
will  not  become  frozen  or  dried  up.  He  could  i a 
reasonably  be  expected  to  build  a frost-proof  hoi  1 
large  enough  to  contain  his  family  supply,  but  if  I 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


149 


id,  it  would  wither  and  lose  its  nutriment ; therefore, 
e preserves  it  in  water.  But  the  most  remarkable 
idence  of  his  instinct,  sagacity,  or  reason  is  one 
fhich  I have  not  seen  mentioned  by  naturalists.  His 
:ond,  we  have  seen,  must  be  deep,  so  that  it  will  not 
eeze  to  the  bottom,  and  so  that  he  can  communicate 
#ith  his  food  and  the  dam,  in  case  of  any  accidents  to 
ei  fie  latter  requiring  repairs ; but  how  does  he  keep  his 
w pod — which  has  been  floated  down  to  his  pond — from 
oating  when  in  it,  and  thus  becoming  frozen  in  with 
ice?  I said  that  in  gnawing  down  a tree,  the 
p of  the  stump  was  left  pointed  like  a crayon ; the 
en  tree  has  the  same  form — for  the  beaver  cuts  like 
woodman,  wide  at  the  surface,  and  meeting  in  an 
gle  at  the  centre,  with  this  distinction,  the  four- 
igged  animal  does  his  work  more  uniformly,  cutting 
ually  all  round  the  log,  while  the  two-legged  one 
ts  only  from  two  opposite  sides.  Thus,  every  stick 
provender  cut  by  the  animal  is  pointed  at  both  ends, 
d when  brought  opposite  his  dwelling,  he  thrusts 
e pointed  ends  into  the  mud  bottom  of  his  pond, 
ciently  firm  to  prevent  their  being  floated  out,  at 
e same  time  placing  them  in  a position  in  which  the 
ter  has  the  least  lift  upon  them,  while  he  carefully 
portions  his  different  lengths  of  timber  to  the  dif- 
rent  depths  of  water  in  his  pond,  so  that  the  upper 
)int  of  none  of  them  shall  approach  near  enough  to 
e surface  to  be  caught  by  the  winter  ice. 

When  the  family  is  in  comfortable  circumstances, 
e winter  supply  nicely  cut  and  stored  away,  the  dam 
flit,  and  no  indications  of  a wolverine  in  the  neigh- 
irhood,  the  patriarch  of  the  hut  takes  out  the  youth- 
1 “ greenhorns  ” to  give  them  lessons  in  topographical 
gineering ; and  in  order  to  try  the  strength  of  their 
Lis,  encourages  them  to  indulge  in  amateur  dam- 
i jmg.  The  beaver  works  always  by  night;  and  to 
tvork  like  a beaver  ” is  a significant  term  for  a man 
jio  not  only  works  earnestly  and  understandingly. 
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but  one  who  works  late  and  early — a species  of  “ mud* 
lark,”  not  afraid  of  soiling  his  hands. 

From  what  has  been  said,  it  will  be  readily  seei 
that  the  maintenance  of  the  dam  is  a matter  of  vita 
importance  to  the  beaver.  Some  say  that  the  piloi 
beaver  sleeps  with  his  tail  in  the  water,  in  order  to  b< 
warned  of  the  first  mishap  to  the  dam  ; but,  as  then 
is  no  proof  given  for  such  a cool  assertion,  it  may  b( 
set  down  as  a very  improbable  tale.  The  Indian: 
avail  themselves  of  this  well-known  solicitude  to  catcl 
them.  Having  broken  the  dam,  the  risk  is  immedi 
ately  perceived  by  the  lowering  of  the  water  in  thi 
hut,  and  the  beavers  sallying  forth  to  repair  thi 
breach,  are  slaughtered  in  the  trenches. 

As  the  supply  of  food  in  the  vicinity  of  the  dam  be 
comes  diminished,  the  beaver  is  obliged  to  go  highe 
up  the  stream,  and  more  distant  from  its  banks,  tx 
procure  his  winter  stores  ; and  this  necessity  gives  ris  [ 
to  fresh  displays  of  his  lumbering  and  engineering  re  | 
sources.  In  consequence  of  the  distance,  and  th  I 
limited  duration  of  the  high-water  period  favorabi  i) 
to  transport,  the  wood  is  collected  into  a sort  of  raft  [ 
which,  a lumberman  has  asserted,  is  manned  by  th  h 
beavers  and  steered  by  their  tails,  in  the  same  manne  l 
as  Norway  rats  are  known  to  cross  streams  of  watei 
When  the  raft  grounds,  forthwith  a temporary  dam  i 
thrown  across  the  stream  below  the  “jam,”  by  wliicl 
the  waters  are  raised,  and  the  raft  floated  off,  an 
brought  down  to  the  dam,  which  is  then  torn  sudden! 
away,  and  the  small  raft  thereby  flushed  over  the  ad 
joining  shallows. 

— Keefer’s  Montreal  and  the  Ottawa, 
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THE  FOX  AND  THE  CAT, 

I:  3E  fox  and  the  cat,  as  they  travell’d  one  day, 

^ ith  moral  discourses  cut  shorter  the  way : 

: I ’Tis  great/’  says  the  Fox,  “to  make  justice  our  guide !” 
fi  [ How  god-like  is  mercy  !”  Grimalkin  replied. 

I hilst  thus  they  proceeded,  a Wolf  from  the  wood, 
apatient  of  hunger,  and  thirsting  for  blood, 
ush’d  forth — as  he  saw  the  dull  shepherd  asleep — 
d seized  for  his  supper  an  innocent  sheep. 

n vain,  wretched  victim,  for  mercy  you  bleat, 
hen  mutton’s  at  hand,”  says  the  Wolf,  “I must  eat/* 
Ijjrimalkin ’s  astonish’d — the  Fox  stood  aghast, 

3 the  fell  beast  at  his  bloody  repast. 


What  a wretch,’"  says  the  Cat,  “’tis  the  vilest  of 
j brutes ; 

joes  he  feed  upon  flesh,  when  there’s  herbage  and 
j roots?” 

ries  the  Fox,  “ While  our  oaks  give  us  acorns  good, 
fhat  a tyrant  is  this  to  spill  innocent  blood !” 

/ell,  onward  they  march’d,  and  they  moralized  still, 
pi  they  came  where  some  poultry  pick’d  chaff  by  a 
mill. 

fy  Eeynard  survey’d  them  with  gluttonous  eyes, 

■ Lnd  made,  spite  of  morals,  a pullet  his  prize. 

[■  mouse,  too,  that  chanced  from  her  covert  to  stray, 
he  greedy  Grimalkin  secured  as  her  prey. 

L Spider  that  sat  on  her  web  on  the  wall, ' 
erceived  the  poor  victims,  and  pitied  their  fall ; 

| the  cried,  “ Of  such  murders  how  guiltless  am  I !” 

>o  ran  to  regal©  on  a new-taken  fly. 

— - F.  Cunningham, 
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BUFFALO  HUNTING. 

In  the  Saskatchewan,  the  chief  food  both  of  whit* 
men  and  Indians  is  buffalo  meat ; so  that  parties  an 
constantly  sent  out  to  hunt  the  buffalo.  They  gener- 
ally chase  them  on  horseback,  the  country  bein^ 
mostly  prairie  land,  and,  when  they  get  close  enough 
shoot  them  with  guns.  The  Indians,  however,  shool 
them  oftener  with  the  bow  and  arrow,  as  they  prefei 
keeping  their  powder  and  shot  for  warfare.  They  ar< 
very  expert  with  the  bow,  which  is  short  and  strong 
and  can  easily  send  an  arrow  quite  through  a buffak 
at  twenty  yards  off.  One  of  these  parties,  then,  wa* 
ordered  to  procure  two  calves  alive,  if  possible,  anc 
lead  them  to  the  company’s  establishment  This  thej 
succeeded  in  doing  in  the  following  manner : — Upon 
meeting  with  a herd,  they  all  set  off  full  gallop  ir 
chase ; away  went  the  startled  animals  at  a round  trot, 
which  soon  increased  to  a gallop,  as  the  horsemen 
neared  them,  and  a shot  or  two  told  that  they  were 
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oming  within  range.  Soon  the  shots  became  more 
umerous,  and  here  and  there  a black  spot  on  the 
rairie  told  where  a buffalo  had  fallen.  No  slackening 
if  the  pace  occurred,  however,  as  each  hunter,  upon 
illing  an  jftiimal,  merely  threw  down  his  cap  or 
bitten  to  mark  it  as  his  own,  and  continued  in 
ursuit  of  the  herd,  loading  his  gun  as  he  galloped 
ong.  The  buffalo  hunters,  by  the  way,  are  very 
pert  at  loading  and  firing  quickly  while  going 
full  gallop.  They  carry  two  or  three  bullets  in 
eir  mouths,  which  they  spit  into  the  muzzles  of  their 
ns,  after  dropping  in  a little  powder,  and  instead  of 
mming  it  down  with  a rod,  merely  hit  the  butt-end 
f the  gun  on  the  pommel  of  their  saddles,  and  in 
is  way  fire  a great  many  shots  in  quick  succession, 
his,  however,  is  a dangerous  mode  of  shooting,  as  the 
all  sometimes  sticks  half-way  down  the  barrel  and 
ursts  the  gun,  carrying  away  a finger,  and  occasion- 
ly  a hand. 

In  this  way  they  soon  killed  as  many  buffaloes  as 
ey  could  carry  in  their  carts,  and  one  of  the  hunters 
t off  in  chase  of  a calf.  In  a short  time  he  edged 
ne  away  from  the  rest,  and  then,  getting  between  it 
d the  herd,  ran  straight  against  it  with  his  horse  and 
mocked  it  down.  The  frightened  little  animal  jumped 
p again,  and  set  off  with  redoubled  speed,  but  another 
utt  from  the  horse  again  sent  it  sprawling ; again  it 
ose,  and  was  again  knocked  down ; and  in  this  way 
ras  at  last  fairly  tired  out ; when  the  hunter,  jumping 
;nly  from  his  horse,  threw  a rope  round  its  neck, 
bid  drove  it  before  him  to  the  encampment,  and  soon 
i ifter  brought  it  to  the  fort.  It  was  as  wild  as  ever 
fhen  I saw  it  at  Norway  House,  and  seemed  to  have  as 
inch  distaste  to  its  thraldom  as  the  day  it  was  taken,, 

— B.  M.  Ballaniyne. 
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ST  NICHOLAS  AND  HIS  REINDEER 

’Twas  the  night  before  Christmas,  when*  all  through 
the  house 

Not  a creature  was  stirring,  not  even  a mouse ; 

The  stockings  were  hung  by  the  chimney  with  caro. 

In  hopes  that  St  Nicholas  soon  would  be  there ; 

The  children  were  nestled  all  snug  in  their  beds, 

While  visions  of  sugar-plums  danced  in  their  heads ; 
And  mamma  in  her  ’kerchief,  and  I in  my  c^p. 

Had  just  settled  our  brains  for  a long  winter’s  nap ; 
When  out  in  the  lawn  there  arose  such  a clatter, 

I sprang  from  the  bed  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
Away  to  the  window  I flew  like  a flash, 

Tore  open  the  shutters  and  threw  up  the  sash. 

The  moon  on  the  breast  of  the  new-fallen  snow. 

Gave  the  lustre  of  mid-day  to  objects  below. 

When  what  to  my  wondering  eyes  should  appear. 

But  a miniature  sleigh,  and  eight  tiny  reindeer, 

With  a little  old  driver,  so  lively  and  quick, 

I knew  in  a moment  it  must  be  St  Nick. 

More  rapid  than  eagles  his  coursers  they  came, 

And  he  whistled,  and  shouted,  and  called  them  by 
name ; 

“ Now,  Dasher ! now,  Dancer ! now,  Prancer ! and 
Vixen  I 

On,  Comet ! on,  Cupid  ! on,  Donder  and  Blitzen ! 

To  the  top  of  the  porch  ! to  the  top  of  the  wall ! 

Now  dash  away  ! dash  away  ! dash  away  all!’' 

As  dry  leaves  that  before  the  wild  hurricane  fly, 

When  they  meet  with  an  obstacle,  mount  to  the  sky ; 
So  up  to  the  house-top  the  coursers  they  flew, 

With  a sleigh  full  of  toys,  and  St  Nicholas  too. 

And  then  in  a twinkling,  I heard  on  the  roof, 

The  prancing  and  pawing  of  each  little  hoof — 

As  I dret^  in  my  head  and  was  turning  around. 
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Down  the  chimney  St  Nicholas  came  with  a bound. 

Ie  was  dress’d  all  in  fur  from  his  head  to  his  foot, 
ind  his  clothes  were  all  tarnish’d  with  ashes  and 
I soot ; 

i bundle  of  toys  he  had  flung  on  his  back, 

i.nd  he  looking  like  a pedlar  just  opening  his  pack. 

!lis  eyes — how  they  twinkled  ! his  dimples — how 
| merry ! 

{Jis  cheeks  were  like  roses,  his  nose  like  a cherry! 

3is  droll  little  mouth  was  drawn  up  like  a bow, 
ind  the  beard  of  his  chin  was  as  white  as  the  snow  ; 
The  stump  of  his  pipe  he  held  tight  in  his  teeth, 
ind  the  smoke  it  encircled  his  head  like  a wreath ; 

Ete  had  a broad  face  and  a little  round  belly, 
that  shook,  when  he  laugh’d,  like  a bowlful  of  jelly. 
BEe  was  chubby  and  plump,  a right  jolly  old  elf, 
find  I laugh’d  when  I saw  him,  in  spite  of  myself ; 

1 1 wink  of  his  eye  and  a twist  of  his  head, 

Boon  gave  me  to  know  I had  nothing  to  dread ; 

[le  spoke  not  a word,  but  went  straight  to  his  work, 
ind  fill’d  all  the  stockings ; then  turned  with  a jerk, 
ind  laying  his  finger  aside  of  his  nose, 
ind  giving  a nod,  up  the  chimney  he  rose ; 
pie  sprang  to  his  sleigh,  to  his  team  gave  a whistle, 
l)J  ind  away  they  all  flew  like  the  down  of  a thistle. 

But  I heard  him  exclaim,  ere  he  drove  out  of  sight, 

® j‘.  Happy  Christmas  to  all,  and  to  all  a good-night !” 


THE  MOOSE-DEER. 

The  real  moose-deer,  or  elk,  is  nearly  double  the  size 
;of  the  wapiti,  and  bears  large  palmated  horns.  It  is 
gather  a clumsy  animal  in  its  movements,  and  shuffles 
olong  in  a very  awkward  way,  but  with  great  swift- 
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ness.  It  is  an  easy  animal  to  tame  when  it  is  taken 
very  young ; but  after  it  has  attained  to  some  age,  it 
is  very  fierce,  as  the  following  anecdote,  by  Audubon, 
will  show.  He  is  speaking  of  a young  moose-deer  that 
had  been  captured : — 

“ The  moose  was  so  exhausted  and  fretted,  that  it 
offered  no  opposition  to  us  as  we  led  it  to  the  camp ; 
but  in  the  middle  of  the  night  we  were  awakened  by  a 
great  noise  in  the  hovel,  and  found  that,  as  it  had  in 
some  measure  recovered  from  its  terror  and  state  of 
exhaustion,  it  began  to  think  of  getting  home,  and 
was  much  enraged  at  finding  itself  so  securely  im- 
prisoned. We  were  unable  to  do  anything  with  it : 
for  if  we  merely  approached  our  hands  to  the  openings 
of  the  hut,  it  would  spring  at  us  with  the  greatest 
fury,  roaring  and  erecting  its  mane  in  a manner  that 
convinced  us  of  the  futility  of  all  attempts  to  saye  it 
alive.  We  threw  to  it  the  skin  of  a deer,  which  it 
tore  to  pieces  in  a moment.  Tliis  individual  was  * 
yearling,  and  about  six  feet  high  ” 
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The  moose  is  generally  caught  in  the  winter  time  by 
hunters  mounted  on  snow  shoes,  which  enable  them  to 
skim  over  the  surface  of  the  snow,  whilst  the  moose 
breaks  through  the  snow  at  every  stride,  and  is  soon 
wearied  out.  Enterprising  individuals  have  tried  the 
; experiment  of  taming  the  moose,  and  employing  it  in 
: various  kinds  of  labor ; their  efforts  have  mostly  been 
, (successful,  and  the  animal  is  found  to  answer  very 
well  as  a beast  of  draught.  The  mouth  is  very  tender, 
; and  the  bit  must  be  applied  and  removed  with  great 
s care.  The  docility  of  the  young  moose  is  quite  on  a 
$ | par  with  that  of  the  young  horse  or  mule. 

' It  is  a rather  remarkable  circumstance,  that  when 
(the  moose  is  alarmed  at  a sudden  noise,  and  endeavors 
, to  make  its  escape,  it  sometimes  falls  down  suddenly, 
as  if  in  a fit.  The  paroxysm  only  lasts  for  a very 
" | short  time,  and  the  moose  leaps  up  again  and  runs  as 
if  nothing  had  happened. 

•[  ! The  flesh  of  the  moose  is  tolerable ; but  is  rather 
Rougher  and  coarser  than  venison  is  expected  to  be. 

" The  tongue  and  nose,  however,  especially  the  latter, 
a!  are  considered  great  dainties,  the  nose  being  said  to 
resemble  marrow. 

>'  j The  skin  is  mostly  used  for  heavy  work,  such  as 
>i  fent-covers  and  shoe-leather.  The  hair  is  very  coarse 
■ indeed,  browil  towards  the  end,  and  whitish  towards 
* the  base,  which  is  also  flattened,  and  rather  wavy,  pre- 
senting  an  appearance  as  if  it  had  passed  through  a 
miniature  crimping  machine. 

| —Anecdotes  of  Animal  Life. 


| A WHALER’S  ADVENTURE. 

IlN  the  month  of  August  1819,  the  American  whale- 
ship  Essex  sailed  from  Nantucket  for  the  Pacific 
(Ocean.  She  was  commanded  by  Captain  Pollard. 
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Late  in  the  autumn  of  the  same  year,  when  in  latitude 
40°  of  the  South  Pacific,  a shoal,  or  “ school,”  of  sperm 
whales  was  discovered,  and  three  boats  were  imme- 
diately lowered  and  sent  in  pursuit.  The  mate’s  boat 
was  struck  by  one  of  the  fish  duriug  the  chase,  and  it 
was  found  necessary  to  return  to  the  ship  to  repair 
damages. 

While  the  men  were  employed  at  this,  an  enormous 
whale  suddenly  rose  quite  close  to  the  ship.  He  was 
going  at  nearly  the  same  rate  with  the  ship — about 
three  miles  an  hour ; and  the  men,  who  were  good 
judges  of  the  size  of  whales,  thought  that  it  could  not 
have  been  less  than  eighty-five  feet  long.  All  at  once 
he  ran  against  the  ship,  striking  her  bows,  and  causing 
her  to  tremble  like  a leaf.  The  whale  immediately 
dived  and  passed  under  the  ship,  and  grazed  her  keel 
in  doing  so.  This  evidently  hurt  his  back,  for  he  sud- 
denly rose  to  the  surface  about  fifty  yards  off,  and 
commenced  lashing  the  sea  with  his  tail  and  fins  as  if 
suffering  great  agon)'.  It  was  truly  an  awful  sight  to 
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iehold  that  great  monster  lashing  the  sea  into  foam  at 

{S  short  a distance. 

In  a short  time  he  seemed  to  recover,  and  started  off 
t great  speed  to  windward.  Meanwhile  the  men  dis- 

Iered  that  the  blow  received  by  the  ship  had  done 
■ so  much  damage  that  she  began  to  fill  and  settle 
vn  at  the  bows ; so  they  rigged  the  pumps  as  quickly 
possible.  While  working  them  one  of  the  men 
id  out — 

:c  God  have  mercy ! he  comes  again !” 

This  was  too  true.  The  whale  had  turned,  and  was 
tv  bearing  down  on  them  at  full  speed,  leaving  a 
ite  track  of  foam  behind  him.  Rushing  at  the  ship 
e.  a battering-ram,  he  hit  her  fair  on  the  weather  bow 
l stove  it  in,  after  which  he  dived  and  disappeared. 
3 horrified  men  took  to  their  boats  at  once,  and  in 
minutes  the  ship  went  down. 

The  condition  of  the  men  thus  left  in  three  open 
its  far  out  upon  the  sea,  without  provisions  or  shel- 
, was  terrible  indeed.  Some  of  them  perished,  and 
he  rest,  after  suffering  the  severest  hardships,  reached 
i low  island  called  Duties  on  the  20th  of  December. 
:t  was  a mere  sand-bank,  which  supplied  them  only 
yith  water  and  sea-fowl.  Still  even  this  was  a mercy, 
or  which  they  had  reason  to  thank  God ; for  in  cases 
ui  if  this  kind  one  of  the  evils  that  seamen  have  most 
s ause  to  dread  is  the  want  of  water, 
ui  Three  of  the  men  resolved  to  remain  on  this  sand- 
i !>ank,  for,  dreary  and  uninhabited  though  it  was,  they 
ol  (referred  to  take  their  chance  of  being  picked  up  by  a 
.te  passing  ship  rather  than  run  the  risks  of  crossing  the 
ajj  vide  ocean  in  open  boats,  so  their  companions  bade 
ill  hem  a sorrowful  farewell,  and  left  them.  But  this 
id  sland  is  far  out  of  the  usual  track  of  ships.  The  poor 
I ellows  have  never  since  been  heard  of. 
i It  was  the  27th  of  December  when  the  three  boats 
I eft  the  sand-bank  with  the  remainder  of  the  men,  and 
H f>egan  a voyage  of  two  thousand  miles,  towards  the 
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island  of  Juan  Fernandez.  The  mate’s  boat  was  picked 
up,  about  three  months  after,  by  the  ship  Indian  of 
London,  with  only  three  living  men  in  it.  About  the 
same  time  the  captain’s  boat  was  discovered,  by  the 
Dauphin  of  Nantucket,  with  only  two  men  living ; and 
these  unhappy  beings  had  only  sustained  life  by  feed- 
ing on  the  flesh  of  their  dead  comrades.  The  third 
boat  must  have  been  lost,  for  it  was  never  heard  of ; 
and  out  of  the  whole  crew  of  twenty  men,  only  five 
returned  home  to  tell  their  eventful  story. 

— R.  M.  B ALLAN  TYNE. 


THE  CHAIN  OF  DESTRUCTION. 

(Scene — American  Prairies.) 

Directly  in  front  of  the  tent,  and  at  no  great  dis- 
tance from  it,  a thick  network  of  vines  stretched  be- 
tween two  trees.  Over  the  leaves  grew  flowers  sc 
thickly  as  almost  to  hide  them ; the  whole  surface 
shining  as  if  a bright  carpet  had  been  spread  from  tree 
to  tree,  and  hung  down  between  them.  Francis,  wh< 
had  for  some  time  kept  his  eyes  in  that  direction,  al 
at  once  exclaimed,  “ Look  yonder — humming  birds  !” 

“ Where  are  they  ?”  inquired  Lucien.  “ Softly,  bro 
thers,  approach  them  gently.” 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Lucien,  as  they  drew  near,  “ ! 
see  one  now ; it  is  the  ruby-throat : see  his  throat  hov 
it  glitters ! ” 

“ Shall  we  try  to  catch  it?”  asked  Francis. 

“ No,  I would  rather  watch  it  a little.  You  ma; 
look  for  the  nest,  as  you  have  good  eyes.” 

Their  curiosity  satisfied,  they  were  about  to  retur:  1 
to  the  tent ; but  Lucien  suddenly  made  a motior 
which  caused  his  brothers  to  look  on  the  ground. 

Crouching  among  the  leaves,  now  crawling  side- way; 
now  making  short  springs,  and  then  hiding  itself,  wen  L 
a fearful-looking  creature  about  the  size  of  the  hum 
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ning-bird.  Its  body  consisted  of  two  pieces  joined 
ibout  the  middle,  and  covered  all  over  with  a reddish- 
prown  wool  or  hair,  that  stood  upright  like  bristles, 
it  had  eight  limbs,  long,  crooked,  and  covered  with  hair 
like  the  body — two  curved  claw-like  feelers  in  front, 
ind  two  horns  projecting  behind,  so  that  but  for  its 
iharp  fiery  eyes,  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  tell 
yhich  was  its  head. 

; “ The  leaping-spider,”  whispered  Lucien  to  his  bro- 
kers ; “ see,  it  is  after  the  humming-bird !” 

! Sometimes  the  spider  would  hide  itself  among  the 
[eaves  of  the  vine,  then  when  the  bird  settled  for  a 
inoment  to  feed,  it  would  advance  nearer  by  a quick 
t'un  or  a leap,  concealing  itself  again  to  await  a fresh 
ipportunity.  At  last,  the  bird  poised  itself  at  the 
mouth  of  a flower,  sucking  out  the  honey  with  its  long 
longue,  and  in  a moment  the  spider  sprang  forward 
knd  clutched  it  round  the  body  with  his  feeler.  The 
pird,  with  a wild  chirrup,  flew  outwards  and  upwards 
[is  if  to  carry  the  spider  away.  But  its  flight  was  sud- 
lenly  checked ; and,  on  looking  more  closely,  the  fine 
thread  of  the  spider  was  seen  attached  to  the  tree  at 
me  end  and  his  body  at  the  other,  strong  enough  to 
prevent  the  poor  bird  from  escaping  from  his  enemy. 
Soon  the  little  wings  ceased  to  move.  The  boys  could 
See  that  the  bird  was  dead,  and  the  mandibles  of  the 
Spider  were  buried  in  its  shining  throat. 

And  now  the  spider  began  reeling  in  his  line,  in  or- 
der to  carry  up  his  prey  to  his  nest  among  the  branches. 
jBut  tiie  eyes  of  the  boys  were  caught  at  this  moment 
by  a shining  object  stealing  down  the  tree.  It  was  a 
lizard  of  the  most  brilliant  colors  ; its  back  of  golden 
green,  the  underneath  part  of  its  body  a greenish- white, 
its  throat  of  the  brightest  scarlet.  It  was  not  more 
than  six  inches  in  length.  As  it  was  crawling  onward, 
its  bright  eye  fell  on  the  spider  and  his  prey.  All  at 
once  the  lizard  stopped,  its  color  changed;  the  red 
throat  became  white,  the  green  body  brown,  so  that  it 
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could  hardly  be  distinguished  from  the  bark  of  the  tree 
on  which  it  crouched.  Soon  it  was  evident  that  it 
meant  to  attack  the  spider,  and  to  do  this  it  ran  round 
the  tree  to  the  nest,  waiting  the  return  of  the  master 
of  the  house.  The  spider,  little  suspecting  a foe  so  near, 
came  up.  In  a moment  the  lizard  sprang  upon  him,  and 
lizard,  spider,  and  bird  fell  to  the  ground.  There  was  a 
short  struggle  between  the  first  two,  but  the  spider  was 
no  match  for  the  lizard,  who  in  a few  moments  had 
ground  off  his  legs,  and  killed  him  by  thrusting  his 
sharp  teeth  into  the  spider’s  skull.  From  the  moment 
the  lizard  sprang  upon  his  prey  all  his  bright  colors 
had  returned.  And  now  the  lizard  began  dragging  the 
body  of  the  spider  across  the  grass,  when  suddenly,  from 
a tree  close  by,  out  of  a dark  round  hole,  some  twenty 
feet  from  the  ground,  a red  head  and  brown  shoulders 
were  visible.  It  was  moving  from  side  to  side,  and  evi- 
dently preparing  to  come  down.  Lucien  when  he  saw 
the  red  head,  olive-brown  body,  and  fierce  dark  eyes, 
knew  it  for  a scorpion-lizard. 

The  little  green  lizard,  rustling  over  the  dead  leaves 
with  the  spider,  caught  the  scorpion’s  attention,  and  he 
resolved  to  deprive  him  of  the  prey.  But  the  green 
lizard  was  brave,  and  turned  to  fight — his  throat  swelled 
out,  and  looked  brighter  than  ever. 

After  a while  they  sprang  at  each  other  open-jawed 
— wriggled  over  the  ground,  their  tails  flying  in  the 
air;  then  separated,  and  again  assumed  defiant  atti- 
tudes, their  forked  tongues  shot  forth,  and  their  spark- 
ling eyes  glittering  in  the  sun. 

The  weakest  part  of  the  green  lizard  lies  in  his  tail. 
So  tender  is  it  that  the  slightest  blow  will  separate  it 
from  the  body.  Its  foe  evidently  knew  this,  and  tried 
to  attack  the  tail,  but  the  lizard  carefully  faced  him 
whichever  way  he  turned.  For  several  minutes  they 
fought,  and  then  the  bright  colors  of  the  green  lizard 
grew  paler;  the  scorpion  rushed  forward,  threw  the 
other  on  his  back,  and  before  he  could  recover  himself, 
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bit  off  his  tail.  The  poor  little  fellow,  feeling  he  had 
lost  more  than  half  his  length,  ran  off  and  hid  himself* 
It  was  well  for  him  that  he  did  so,  and  it  would 
have  been  better  for  the  scorpion  had  he  stayed  in  his 
hole,  for  a new  enemy  had  drawn  near  while  the  battle 
i was  raging.  From  the  leafy  spreading  branches  of  a 
mulberry-tree,  a red  snake,  about  the  thickness  of  a 
1 walldng-cane,  was  hanging  down  a full  yard.  Just  as 
I the  lizard  ran  off  without  its  tail,  the  scorpion  perceived 
1 the  long  red  body  of  the  serpent  dangling  above  him,  and 
I knowing  it  was  a terrible  enemy,  ran  off  to  hide  him- 
self. But  instead  of  taking  to  a tree,  where  he  might 
'have  escaped,  he  ran  out,  in  his  fright,  to  the  open 
I ground.  The  snake  dropped  down,  overtook  him  in  a 
moment,  and  killed  him  on  the  spot.  Snakes  do  not 
chew  their  food,  but  swallow  it  whole,  sucking  it 
'gradually  down  their  throats.  This  the  red  snake 
'began  to  do  with  the  scorpion-lizard,  and  the  boys 
i watched  it  with  much  interest. 

! But  other  eyes  were  bent  upon  the  reptile.  A dark 
J shadow  was  seen  moving  over  the  ground ; and  on 
S looking  up,  the  boys  saw  a large  bird,  with  snow-white 
’ head  and  breast,  wheeling  in  the  air.  It  was  the  great 
I southern  kite,  with  his  wide-spread  tapering  wings. 

1 Nearer  and  nearer  he  came,  till  the  boys  could  see 
! the  red  gleam  of  his  eyes ; and  now  for  the  first  time 
! the  snake  caught  sight  of  him  too.  It  had  hitherto 
been  closely  occupied  with  its  prey,  which  it  had  just 
| swallowed.  When  it  looked  up  and  saw  the  kite,  its 
red  color  turned  pale,  and  it  struck  its  head  into  the 
grass  as  if  to  hide  itself.  It  was  too  late.  The  kite 
i swooped  gently  down,  and  when  it  rose  again,  the  rep- 
tile was  seen  wriggling  in  his  talons ! 
j But  as  the  kite  rose,  it  was  evident  that  his  flight  was 
impeded.  The  cause  soon  appeared.  The  snake  was  no 
longer  hanging  from  his  talons,  it  had  twined  itself 
! round  his  body.  All  at  once  the  kite  began  to  flutter, 

I and  both  bird  and  serpent  fell  heavily  to  the  ground. 
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A violent  struggle  ensued — the  bird  trying  to  free 
himself  from  the  folds  of  the  snake,  while  the  snake 
tried  to  squeeze  the  kite  to  death.  How  was  it  to 
end?  The  kite  could  not  free  itself  from  the  snake. 
The  snake  dared  not  let  go  the  kite,  for  it  would  have 
been  seized  by  the  head,  and  have  lost  its  power. 

At  length  the  kite  got  his  beak  close  to  the  head  of 
the  serpent,  then  seized  the  reptile's  lower  jaw ; the 
serpent  tried  to  bite,  without  effect,  and  now  the  kite 
had  the  best  of.it — planting  his  talons  round  his  adver- 
sary’s throat,  he  held  him  as  in  a vice.  The  coils  of 
the  reptile  were  seen  to  loosen  and  fall  off.  In  a few 
moments  its  body  lay  along  the  grass  motionless. 

The  kite  raised  his  head,  extended  his  wings  to  make 
sure  he  was  free  ; then,  with  a scream  of  triumph,  rose 
upward,  the  long  body  of  the  serpent  trailing  after  him. 

At  this  moment  another  scream  reached  the  ears  of 
the  young  hunters.  All  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direc- 
tion whence  it  came.  The  boys  knew  very  well  that  it 
was  the  white-headed  eagle. 

The  kite  had  heard  the  cry  too,  and  at  once  tried 
to  rise  higher  into  the  air,  resolved  to  hold  on  to  his 
hard-earned  plunder.  Up  rose  the  kite,  straining  every 
pinion  of  his  pointed  wings  ; and  upward  goes  the  pur- 
suing eagle.  Soon  both  disappear  beyond  the  reach 
of  vision.  Hark  ! there  is  a sound  like  the  whirling  of 
a rocket — something  has  fallen  on  the  tree-top.  It  is 
the  kite — dead,  and  the  blood  spurting  from  a wound 
in  his  shoulder ! 

And  now  the  eagle  has  shot  down  with  the  snake  in 
her  talons,  gliding  slowly  over  the  top  of  the  trees, 
and  alighted  on  the  summit  of  a dead  magnolia, 

Basii  seized  his  rifle,  sprang  on  his  horse,  and  rode 
off  among  the  bushes.  He  had  been  gone  but  a few 
minutes,  when  a sharp  crack  was  heard,  and  the  eagle 
was  seen  tumbling  from  her  perch. 

This  was  the  last  link  in  the  Chain  of  Destruction, 
— Abridged  from  Hoiritt's  Bog  Hunters, 


PART  III. 


CREATION. 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high. 

With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 

And  spangled  heav’ns,  a shining  frame, 

Their  great  Original  proclaim. 

Th’  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
i Does  his  Creator’s  power  display ; 

And  publishes  to  ev’ry  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail. 

The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 

And,  nightly  to  the  list’ning  earth, 

Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 

While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn. 

And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 

Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  polo. 

What,  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball : 

What,  though  no  real  voice,  nor  sound, 

Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 

In  Reason’s  ear  they  all  rejoice, 

And  utter  forth  a glorious  voice, 

For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 

**  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine/' 

— - Aedis©k> 
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MANUAL  LABOR 

A laborious  nail-maker  worked  all  day  at  his  forge, 
and  under  his  strong,  quick  blows,  thousands  of  sparks 
arose  round  him  and  filled  his  workshop.  The  son  of 
his  rich  neighbor,  Mr  Yon  Berg,  came  to  see  him 
almost  every  day,  and  would  watch  him  with  delight 
for  hours. 

One  day  the  busy  nail-maker  said  to  him  in  joke, 
“Would  you  not  like  to  make  some  nails?  Just  try, 
my  young  master,  if  it  be  only  to  pass  time  away.  It 
may  be  useful  to  you  some  day.” 

The  young  gentleman,  having  nothing  else  to  do, 
consented.  He  placed  himself  before  the  anvil,  and, 
laughing  as  he  sat  down,  began  to  hammer.  Before 
very  long  he  was  able  to  finish  off  a good  shoe-nail. 

Some  years  after,  the  misfortunes  of  war  deprived 
this  young  man  of  all  his  wealth,  and  forced  him  to 
emigrate  to  a foreign  country.  Far  from  his  native 
land,  stripped  of  all  resources,  he  halted  at  a large 
village,  where  the  majority  of  the  people  were  shoe- 
makers. He  ascertained  that  they  expended  yearly  a 
large  sum  of  money  in  the  purchase  of  shoe-nails  from 
a neighboring  town,  and  that  often  they  could  not 
obtain  the  quantity  they  needed,  because  so  many 
were  required  for  the  shoes  of  the  army,  most  of  which 
were  made  in  that  district. 

The  young  Von  Berg,  who  already  saw  himself 
threatened  with  starvation,  remembered  that  he  knew 
perfectly  the  art  of  making  shoe-nails.  He  offered  to 
supply  the  shoemakers  of  the  village  with  as  large  a 
quantity  of  nails  as  they  required,  if  they  would  only 
establish  a workshop,  and  to  this  they  cheerfully  con- 
sented. He  began  to  work  with  enthusiasm,  and  soon 
found  himself  in  easy  circumstances. 

“ It  is  always  good/’  he  used  often  to  say  to  himself, 
* to  learn  something,  if  it  be  only  to  make  a shoe-nail. 
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I There  are  positions  in  life  where  head-learning  cannot 
be  called  into  play,  and  when  want  may  threaten  even 
those  who  have  been  wealthy.  It  is  well  to  provide 
for  such  exigencies,  by  having  some  useful  trade  at 
our  finger  ends.” 


THE  PRISONER’S  FLOWER. 


The  Count,  who  is  in  prison  for'  a political  cause, 
and  is  not  allowed  books  or  paper  to  beguile  his 
solitude,  has  found  one  little  green  plant  growing  up 
between  the  paving-stones  of  the  prison  yard  in  which 
he  is  allowed  to  walk.  He  watches  it  from  day  to 
day,  marks  the  opening  of  the  leaves  and  buds,  and 
soon  loves  it  as  a friend.  In  dread,  lest  the  jailer,  who 
seems  a rough  man,  should  crush  it  with  his  foot,  he 
resolves  to  ask  him  to  be  careful  of  it,  and  this  is  the 
conversation  they  have  on  the  subject ° 

“ As  to  your  gillyflower  ” — 
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“ Is  it  a gillyflower  ? ” said  the  Count. 

“ Upon  my  word,”  said  the  jailer,  “ I know  nothing 
about  it,  Sir  Count ; all  flowers  are  gillyflowers  to  me. 
But  as  you  mention  the  subject,  I must  tell  you  you 
are  rather  late  in  recommending  it  to  my  mercy.  I 
should  have  trodden  on  it  long  ago  without  any  ill-will 
to  you  or  to  it,  had  I not  remarked  the  tender  interest 
you  take  in  it,  the  little  beauty  ! ” 

“ Oh,  my  interest,”  said  the  Count,  “ is  nothing  out 
of  the  common.” 

“ Oh,  it ’s  all  very  wel} ; I know  all  about  it,”  replied 
the  jailer,  trying  to  wink  with  a knowing  look ; “ a 
man  must  have  occupation — he  must  take  to  some- 
thing; and  poor  prisoners  have  not  much  choice. 
You  see,  Sir  Count,  we  have  amongst  our  inmates  men 
who,  doubtless,  were  formerly  important  people,  men 
who  had  brains — for  it  is  not  small-fry  that  they  bring 
here  ; well,  now,  they  occupy  and  amuse  themselves  at 
very  little  cost,  I assure  you.  One  catches  flies — there 's 
no  harm  in  that ; another  carves  figures  on  his  deal 
table,  without  remembering  that  I am  responsible  for 
the  furniture  of  the  place.” 

The  Count  would  have  spoken,  but  he  went  on. 
“ Some  breed  canaries  and  goldfinches,  others  little 
white  mice.  For  my  part,  I respect  their  tastes  to 
such  a point,  that  I had  a beautiful  large  Angora  cat, 
with  long  white  fur  ; he  would  leap  and  gambol  in  the 
prettiest  way  in  the  world,  and  when  he  rolled  himself 
up  to  go  to  sleep,  you  would  have  said  it  was  a sleep- 
ing muff.  My  wife  made  a great  pet  of  him,  so  did  I ; 
well,  I gave  him  away,  for  the  birds  and  mice  might 
have  tempted  him,  and  all  the  cats  in  the  world  are 
not  worth  a poor  prisoner’s  mouse.” 

‘‘That  was  very  kind  of  you%Mr  Jailer,”  replied  the 
Count,  feeling  uneasy  that  he  should  be  thought 
capable  of  caring  for  such  trifles ; “ but  this  plant  is 
for  me  more  than  an  amusement” 

“Never  mind,  if  it  only  recalls  the  green  boughs 
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nder  which  your  mother  nursed  you  in  your  infancy, 
g 1 5 may  overshadow  half  the  court.  Besides,  my  orders 
s,  ay  nothing  about  it,  so  I shall  be  blind  on  that  side, 
in  jf  it  should  grow  to  a tree,  and  be  capable  of  assisting 
I ou  in  scaling  the  wall,  that  would  be  quite  another 
ill 1 tiing.  But  we  have  time  enough  to  think  of  that ; 
si  lave  we  not  ? ” added  he  with  a loud  laugh.  “ Oh,  if 
ou  tried  to  escape  from  the  fortress ! ** 
lit  ! “ What  would  you  do  1 ” 

| “ What  would  I do ! I would  stop  you  though  you 
si  ^ight  kill  me  ; or  I would  have  you  fired  at  by  the. 
a bntinel,  with  as  little  pity  as  if  you  were  a rabbit  I 
t hat  is  the  order.  But  touch  a leaf  of  your  gilly- 
n,  I ower ! no,  no ; or  put  my  foot  on  it,  never ! I 
ei  [ways  thought  that  man  a perfect  rascal,  unworthy  to 
ei  !e  a jailer,  who  wickedly  crushed  the  spider  of  a poor 
of  | risoner — that  was  a wicked  action — it  was  a crime ! ” 
a!  The  Count  was  touched  and  surprised.  “ My  dear 
i'i  liler,”  said  he,  “ I thank  you  for  your  kindness.  Yes, 
;al  confess  it,  this  plant  is  to  me  a source  of  much 
I ; iteresting  study.” 

“ Well  then,  Sir  Count,  if  your  plant  has  done  you 
a |ich  good  service,”  said  the  jailer,  preparing  to  leave 
lit  i ae  cell,  “ you  ought  to  be  more  grateful,  and  water  it 
to 1 pmetimes,  for  if  I had  not  taken  care  when  bringing 
at  bu  your  allowance  of  water,  to  moisten  it  from  time 
It'  > time,  the  poor  little  flower  would  have  died  of 
el  l first.” 

ip  “ One  moment,  my  good  friend,”  cried  the  Count, 
I:  tore  and  more  struck  at  discovering  so  much  natural 
;li  blicacy  under  so  rough  an  outside ; “ what,  have  you 
tit!  jeen  so  thoughtful  of  my  pleasures,  and  yet  you  never 
i fid  a word  about  it  ? Pray,  accept  this  little  present, 
ill  l remembrance  of  my  gratitude,”  and  he  held  out  his 
|l!  lver  drinking-cup. 

!ii  The  jailer  took  the  cup  in  his  hand,  looking  at  it 
jth  a sort  of  curiosity.  “ Plants  only  require  water, 
I [r  Count,”  he  said,  “ and  one  can  treat  them  to  a drink 
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without  ruining  one’s-self.  If  this  one  amuses  you, 
it  does  you  good  in  any  way,  that  is  quite  enough;”  a] 
he  went  and  put  back  the  cup  in  its  place. 

The  Count  advanced  towards  the  jailer,  and  he 
out  his  hand. 

“ Oh  no,  no  •!  ” said  the  latter,  moving  back  respe< 
fully  as  he  spoke ; “ hands  are  only  given  to  equals 
to  friends.” 

“ Well  then,  be  my  friend.” 

“ No,  no,  that  cannot  be,  sir.  One  must  look  ahet 
so  as  to  do  always  to-morrow  as  well  as  to-day  on 
duty  conscientiously.  If  you  were  my  friend,  and  y 
attempted  to  escape,  should  I then  have  the  courage 
call  out  to  the  sentinel,  ‘ fire  !*  No  ; I am  only  yo 
keeper,  your  jailer,  and  your  humble  servant.” 

— Saint ine’s  Picciola.  t 


A NURSERY  SONG. 

As  I walk’d  over  the  hills  one  day, 

I listen’d,  and  heard  a mother-sheep  say  ; 

“ In  all  the  green  world  there  is  nothing  so  sweet 
As  my  little  lainmie  with  his  nimble  feet, 

With  his  eye  so  bright, 

And  his  wool  so  white  : 

Oh  ! he  is  my  darling,  my  heart’s  delight 
The  robin,  he 
That  sings  in  the  tree, 

Dearly  may  dote  on  his  darlings  four ; 

But  I love  my  one  little  lambkin  more.” 

And  the  mother-sheep  and  her  little  one 
Side  by  side  lay  down  in  the  sun, 
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they  went  to  sleep  on  the  hill-side  warm, 
ile  my  little  lammie  lies  here  on  my  arm. 

rent  to  the  kitchen,  and  what  did  I see 
t the  old  gray  cat  with  her  kittens  three ! 
eard  her  whispering  soft — said  she, 
ly  kittens,  with  tails  all  so  cunningly  curled, 
e the  prettiest  things  that  can  be  in  the  world. 

The  bird  on  the  tree. 

And  the  old  ewe,  she 
y love  their  babies  exceedingly ; 

But  I love  my  kittens  there, 

Under  the  rocking-chair, 
ve  my  kittens  with  all  my  might, 

1 Bove  them  at  morning,  and  noon,  and  night. 

,iich  is  the  prettiest,  I cannot  tell,— 
iiVhich  of  the  three,  for  the  life  of  me, — 

)ve  them  all  so  well. 

w I ’ll  take  up  my  kitties,  the  kitties  I love, 
d we  ’ll  lie  down  together  beneath  the  warm  stove. 
; the  kitties  sleep  under  the  stove  so  warm, 

‘rile  my  little  darling  lies  here  on  my  arm. 


!> 

y 


(rent  to  the  yard  and  saw  the  old  hen 
! clucking  about  with  chickens  ten. 

3 cluck’d,  and  she  scratch’d,  and  she  bristled 
! away ; 

d what  do  you  think  I heard  the  hen  say  ? 
eard  her  say,  “ The  sun  never  did  shine 
anything  like  to  these  chickens  of  mine, 
u may  hunt  the  full  moon,  and  the  stars,  if  you 
please, 

it  you  never  will  find  ten  such  chickens  as  these, 
e cat  loves  her  kitten,  the  ewe  loves  her  lamb ; 
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Bat  they  do  not  know  what  a proud  mother  I am ; 
Not  for  lambs  nor  for  kittens  will  I part  with  these, 
Though  the  sheep  and  the  cat  should  get  down  on  th< 
knees  : 

No,  no  ! not  though 
The  kittens  could  crow, 

Or  the  lammie  on  two  yellow  legs  could  go. 

My  own  dear  darlings  ! my  sweet  little  things ! 
Come,  nestle  now  cosily  under  my  wings.'” 

So  the  hen  said, 

And  the  chickens  all  sped 
As  fast  as  they  could  to  their  nice  feather-bed ; 

And  there  let  them  sleep,  in  their  feathers  so 
warm, 

While  my  little  chick  nestles  here  on  my  arm. 


THE  SAVAGES  OF  NORTH  AMERICA. 

Savages  we  call  them,  because  their  manners  dif 
from  ours,  which  we  call  the  perfection  of  civilii 
they  think  the  same  of  theirs.  Perhaps  if  we  co’ 
examine  the  manners  of  different  nations  with  i 
partiality,  we  should  find  no  people  so  rude  as  to 
without  any  rules  of  politeness  ; nor  any  so  polite 
not  to  have  some  remains  of  rudeness.  Our  labor! 
manner  of  life,  compared  with  theirs,  they  think  slav 
and  base ; and  the  learning  on  which  we  value  oursel 
they  regard  as  frivolous  and  useless.  An  instance 
this  occurred  at  the  treaty  of  Lancaster,  in  Penm 
vania,  in  the  year  1744,  between  the  government 
Virginia,  and  the  Six  Nations.  After  the  princi 
business  was  settled,  the  commissioners  from  Virgi 
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piainted  the  Indians,  by  a speech,  that  there  was  at 
flliamsburg  a college,  with  a fund  for  educating 
an  youth  ; and  if  the  chiefs  of  the  Six  Nations 
Id  send  down  half-a-dozen  of  their  sons  to  that 
, the  government  would  take  care  that  they 
mid  be  well  provided  for,  and  instructed  in  all  the 
rning  of  the  white  people.  It  is  one  of  the  Indian 
es  of  politeness  not  to  answer  a public  proposition 
same  day  that  it  is  made ; they  think  it  would  be 
ating  it  as  a light  matter,  and  they  show  it  respect 
taking  time  to  consider  it,  as  of  a matter  of  import- 
;e.  They,  therefore,  deferred  their  answer  till  the 
7 following.  Then  their  speaker  began,  by  express- 
! their  deep  sense  of  the  kindness  of  the  Virginia 
rernment,  in  making  them  that  offer;  “For  we 
)w,”  said  he,  “ that  you  highly  esteem  the  kind  of 
piing  taught  in  those  colleges,  and  that  the  mainten- 
;e  of  our  young  men,  while  with  you,  would  be  very 
pensive  to  you.  We  are  convinced,  therefore,  that 
i mean  to  do  us  good  by  your  proposal,  and  we 
Ink  you  heartily.  But  you,  who  are  wise,  must 
)w,  that  different  nations  have  different  conceptions 
things  ; and  you  will,  therefore,  not  take  it  amiss  if 
• ideas  of  this  kind  of  education  happen  not  to  be 
same  with  yours.  We  have  had  some  experience 
it : several  of  our  young  people  were  formerly 
ught  up  at  the  colleges  of  the  northern  provinces ; 
it  y were  instructed  in  all  your  sciences ; but  when 

i y came  back  to  us,  they  were  bad  runners  ; ignorant 

0 ivery  means  of  living  in  the  woods  ; unable  to  bear 
tt  aer  cold  or  hunger,  knew  neither  how  to  build  a 
il  fin,  catch  a deer,  or  kill  an  enemy;  spoke  our 

ii  guage  imperfectly ; were  therefore  neither  fit  for 
id  [iters,  warriors,  nor  councillors ; they  were  totally 
ts  ;>d  for  nothing.  We  are,  however,  not  the  less 
us  jiged  by  your  kind  offer,  though  we  decline  accepting 

1 and  to  show  our  grateful  sense  of  it,  if  the  gentle- 
in  of  Virginia  will  send  us  a dozen  of  their  sons  we 
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will  take  great  care  of  their  education,  instruct  thei 
in  all  we  know,  and  make  men  of  them.” 

When  any  Indians  come  into  our  towns,  our  peopl 
are  apt  to  crowd  round  them,  gaze  upon  them,  and  ii 
commode  them  when,  they  desire  to  be  private  ; th: 
they  consider  great  rudeness,  and  the  effect  of  the  wai 
of  instruction  in  the  rules  of  civility  and  good  manner 
“We  have,”  said  they,  “ as  much  curiosity  as  you,  an 
when  you  come  into  our  towns,  we  wish  for  oppo 
tunities  of  looking  at  you  ; but  for  this  purpose  v 
hide  ourselves  behind  bushes,  where  you  are  to  pa£ 
and  never  intrude  ourselves  into  your  company.” 

Their  manner  of  entering  one  another’s  villages  h; 
likewise  its  rules.  It  is  reck^ed  uncivil  in  travellit 
for  strangers  to  enter  a village  abruptly,  without  givii 
notice  of  their  approach.  Therefore,  as  soon  as  th' 
arrive  -within  hearing,  they  stop  and  halloo,  remainii 
there  till  invited  to  enter.  Two  old  men  usually  coi 
out  to  them  and  lead  them  in.  There  is  in  every  v 
lage  a vacant  dwelling,  called  the  stranger’s  hou 
Here  they  are  placed,  while  the  old  men  go  round  frc 
hut  to  hut,  acquainting  the  inhabitants  that  strange 
have  arrived,  who  are  probably  hungry  and  weary,  a 
every  one  sends  them  what  he  can  spare  of  victus 
and  skins  to  repose  on.  When  the  strangers  are  : 
freshed,  pipes  and  tobacco  are  brought ; and  then,  t 
not  before,  conversation  begins,  with  inquiries  w 
they  arc,  wrhither  bound,  what  news,  &c.,  usually  endi  L 
with  offers  of  service  ; and  if  the  strangers  have  oc 
sion  for  guides,  or  any  necessaries  for  continuing  th  j 
journey,  these  are  freely  given.  u 

The  same  hospitality,  esteemed  among  them  a.-  j 
principal  virtue,  is  practised  by  private  persons.  ‘ u 
a white  man,”  said  an  Indian  to  me,  “ in  travell  bl 
through  our  country,  enters  one  of  our  cabius,  we  o 
treat  him  as  I do  you : we  dry  him  if  he  is  wet,  ;• 
warm  him  if  he  is  cold,  and  give  him  meat  and  dr  ii 
that  he  may  allay  his  thirst  and  hunger ; and  [t 
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read  soft  furs  for  him  to  rest  and  sleep  on ; we  de- 
md  nothing  in  return.  But  if  I go  into  a white 
in’s  house  at  Albany,  and  ask  for  victuals  and  drink, 
sy  say,  ' Where  is  your  money  ? ’ and  if  I have  none, 
3y  say,  ‘ Get  out,  you  Indian  dog.’  ” 

—Franklin. 


j THE  GRAND  FALLS  OF  THE  ST  JOHN. 

falls  are  certainly  fine,  and  consist  of  what  may  by 
jrtesy  be  called  a horse-shoe,  but  which  is  in  reality 
function  of  two  walls  of  perpendicular  rock,  placed 
[‘Iy  at  right  angles  to  each  other,  down  which  the 
lie  waters  of  the  St  John  tumble  in  one  leap,  and 
rush  boiling  through  a deep  and  narrow  gorge  of 
for  nearly  a mile.  They  are  the  scene  of  an 
in  legend,  which  is  probably  not  untrue, 
is  related,  that  a large  war-party  of  Mohawks 
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made  a descent  on  the  upper  St  John  from  Canadi 
for  the  purpose  of  exterminating  the  Melicetes.  The 
carried  their  canoes  with  them,  and  embarked  on  th 
St  John,  below  Edmunston,  from  which  point  to  th 
Grand  Falls  the  river  is  perfectly  smooth  and  dee] 
Not  knowing  the  navigation,  they  landed  and  seize 
two  squaws,  whom  they  compelled  to  act  as  guide 
down  the  river.  When  night  fell,  the  different  canoi 
were  tied  together,  so  that  the  warriors  might  slee 
whilst  a few  only  paddled  the  leading  canoes  und< 
direction  of  the  women,  whose  boats  were  tied,  tl 
one  on  the  right,  the  other  on  the  left,  of  the  flotill 
They  neared  the  falls,  and  still  the  women  paddled  o 
The  roar  of  the  falling  waters  rose  on  the  still  nig 
air.  Those  who  paddled  looked  anxious;  some  ft 
of  the  sleepers  awoke.  To  lull  suspicion,  the  worn 
spoke  of  the  great  stream  which  here  fell  into  t 
Walloostook,  the  Indian  name  of  the  St  John,  a: 
still  they  paddled  on.  When  they  saw,  at  length,  tl 
the  whole  mass  of  canoes  in  the  centre  of  the  riv 
was  well  entered  on  the  smooth  treacherous  currei 
which,  looking  so  calm  and  gentle,  was  bearing  tin 
irresistibly  to  the  falls,  the  women  leaped  into  t 
water,  and  strove  to  reach  the  shore  by  swimming 
the  comparatively  feeble  stream  near  the  banks.  T 
inextricably  together,  the  centre  canoes  drew  the  oth 
on,  and  the  whole  body  of  the  invaders  plunged  do 
the  cataract,  and  perished  in  the  foaming  waters 
the  gorge  below.  I asked  eagerly  whether  the  won 
escaped.  It  does  not  speak  highly  of  Indian  chiva 
that  no  one  knew,  or  seemed  to  think  it  matter  wor 
of  recollection,  whether  the  two  squaws  had,  or  1 
not,  sacrificed  their  own  lives  in  defending  those 
their  tribe.  ? 

This  fall  was  also  the  scene  of  a tragedy  of  m 
recent  occurrence.  Two  young  men,  in  a canoe,  foi 
themselves  sucked  into  the  current,  while  engagedBI 
drawing  logs  to  the  shore.  They  were  still  some  Jl 
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above  tbe  fall,  and  there  was  yet  a chance  of  escape. 
Through  vigorous  exertion  they  might  yet  reach  the 
bank — perilously  near  the  fall,  perhaps,  but  yet  safely. 
iTiiey  plied  their  paddles  desperately — too  desperately ; 
for  one  broke  with  the  violence  with  which  it  was 
wielded,  and  then  all  hope  was  over;  though  some 
lliiniimtes  elapsed  before,  in  the  sight  of  the  horrified 
id  population  of  Colebrooke,  utterly  unable  to  render  the 
k least  help,  the  canoe  shot  over  the  precipice.  The 
man  whose  paddle  broke  threw  himself  down  in  the 
bottom  of  the  canoe  ; the  other  never  ceased  paddling 
towards  the  side,  though  hopelessly,  till  just  before  the 
1 1 final  plunge,  when,  with  his  paddle,  he  waved  adieu  to 
[the  spectators,  and  then  folded  his  arms  calmly  on  his 
breast.  No  trace  of  the  canoe,  or  of  the  bodies,  was 
ever  seen  again. 

—Hon.  Arthur  Hamilton  Gordon. 


THE  POWER  OF  KINDNESS, 

WlLLHM  Penn,  the  founder  of  Philadelphia,  in  the 
United  States,  always  treated  the  Indians  with  justice 
III  and  kindness.  The  founders  of  colonies  have  too  often 
I j trampled  on  the  rights  of  the  natives,  and  seized  their 
It  | land*  by  force.  But  this  was  not  the  method' of  Penn. 
He  bought  their  land  from  the  Indians,  and  paid  them  ; 
he  made  a treaty  with  them,  and  kept  it.  He  always 
treated  them  as  men. 

After  his  first  purchase  was  made,  Penn  became 
desirous  of  obtaining  another  portion  of  their  lands, 
and  offered  to  buy  it.  They  returned  for  answer  that 
they  had  no  wish  to  sell  the  spot  where  their  fathers 
were  buried  ; but  to  please  their  father  Onas,  as  they 
named  Penn,  they  said  that  they  would  sell  him  a part 
of  it.  A bargain  accordingly  was  concluded,  that  in 
return  for  a certain  amount  of  English  goods,  Penn 
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should  have  as  much  land  as  a young  man  could  travel 
round  in  one  day.  But  after  the  land  was  measured, 
the  Indians  were  greatly  dissatisfied;  for  the  young 
Englishman  walked  much  faster  and  further  than  they 
had  expected.  Penn  noticed  their  dissatisfaction,  and 
asked  the  cause. — “ The  walker  cheated  us,”  they  re- 
plied. “ Ah,  how  can  that  be  ? ” said  Penn,  “ did  you 
not  yourselves  choose  to  have  the  land  measured  in 
this  way?” — “True,”  answered  the  Indians,  “but 
white  brother  make  a big  walk.”  Some  of  Penn’s 
comrades  became  indignant,  and  insisted  that  as  the 
bargain  was  a fair  one,  the  Indians  should  be  com- 
pelled to  abide  by  it.  “ Compelled,”  exclaimed  Penn  : 

“ how  can  you  compel  them  without  bloodshed?”  Then 
turning  to  the  Indians,  he  said,  “Well,  brothers, if  we 
have  given  you  too  little  for  your  land,  how  mud 
more  will  satisfy  you  ? ” This  proposal  gratified  them 
The  additional  cloth  and  fish-hooks  which  they  askec 
were  cheerfully  given  ; and  the  Indians,  shaking  handi 
with  Penn,  went  away  perfectly  pleased.  When  the] 
were  gone,  the  governor,  looking  round  on  his  friends 
exclaimed,  “ Oh,  how  cheap  and  mighty  a thing  it 
kindness  ? Some  of  you  spoke  of  compelling  thes<  L 
poor  creatures  to  abide  by  their  bargain  ; I have  com  l 
pelled  them,  but  by  another  force  than  the  sword — tk<  [ 
force  of  kindness  ! ” 

Nor  did  Penn  go  unrewarded  for  this  kind  conduct 
The  red  men  of  the  forest  became  the  warm  friends  o 
the  white  stranger.  Towards  Penn  and  his  follower: 
they  buried  the  war-hatchet,  Amd  when  the  colony  o 
Pennsylvania  was  pressed  for  provisions  during  a than 
of  scarcity,  the  Indians  came  cheerfully  forward  to  it! 
assistance  with  the  produce  of  their  hunting. 

— The  Law  of  Kindness,  ►{ 
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POOR  DIGGS! 

The  quarter-to-ten  bell  rang,  and  the  small  boys  went 
off  up-stairs,  praising  their  champion  and  counsellor, 
svho  stretched  himself  out  on  the  bench  before  the  hall 
ire.  There  he  lay,  a very  queer  specimen  of  boyhood, 
by  name  Diggs.  He  was  young  for  his  size,  and  very 
Clever.  His  friends  at  home  having  regard,  I suppose, 
fco  his  age,  and  not  to  his  size  and  place  in  the  school, 
lad  not  put  him  into  tails,  and  even  his  jackets  were 
ilways  too  small,  and  he  had  a talent  for  destroying 
ilothes  and  making  himself  look  shabby.  He  was  not' 
ntimate  with  any  of  the  bigger  boys,  who  were  warned 
>ff  by  his  oddnesses,  for  he  was  a very  queer  fellow; 
Ijpesides,  among  other  failings,  he  had  that  of  lack  of 
wash  in  a remarkable  degree.  He  brought  as  much 
mhoney  as  other  boys  to  school,  but  got  rid  of  it  in  no 
jlime,  no  one  knew  how.  And  then  being  also  reck- 
less, he  borrowed  from  any  one ; and  when  his  debts 
ncreased,  and  his  friends  pressed  for  their  money,  he 
rould  have  an  auction  in  the  hall  of  everything  he 
Possessed  in  the  world,  selling  even  his  school-books, 
iandlestick,  and  study-table.  Por  weeks  after  one  of 
hese  auctions,  having  rendered  his  study  uninhabit- 
ble,  he  would  live  about  the  schoolroom  and  hall, 
ct  oing  his  exercises  on  old  letter  backs  and  odd  scraps 

f paper,  and  learning  his  lessons  no  one  knew  how. 
e never  meddled  with  any  little  boy,  and  was  popular 
Qong  them,  though  they  all  looked  upon  him  with  a 
m brt  of  compassion,  and  called  him  “ poor  Diggs,”  not 
|eing  able  to  resist  appearances.  However,  he  seemed 
qually  indifferent  to  the  sneers  of  big  boys  and  the 
Xty  of  small  ones,  and  lived  his  own  queer  life  with 
iuch  apparent  enjoyment  to  himself. 

Greatly  were  East  and  Tom  drawn  towards  old 
iggs,  who,  in  an  uncouth  way,  began  to  take  a good 
sal  of  notice  of  them,  and  once  or  twice  came  to  their 
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study  when  Flashman,  the  bully  of  the  school,  was  there 
who  immediately  decamped  in  consequence.  The  boys 
thought  that  Diggs  must  have  been  watching. 

When,  therefore,  about  this  time,  an  auction  was 
one  night  announced  to  take  place  in  the  hall,  at  which 
amongst  the  superfluities  of  other  boys,  all  Diggs’i 
household  goods  for  the  time  being  were  going  to  th« 
hammer,  East  and  Tom  devoted  their  ready  cash  (som< 
four  shillings  sterling)  to  redeem,  on  behalf  of  their  pro 
tector,  such  articles  as  that  sum  would  cover.  Accord 
ingly  they  duly  attended  to  bid,  and  Tom  became  tin 
owner  of  two  lots  of  Diggs’s  things.  Lot  1,  price  one-and 
threepence,  consisted  (as  the  auctioneer  remarked)  of  j 
“ valuable  assortment  of  old  metals,”  in  the  shape  of  i 
mouse-trap,  a cheese-toaster  without  a handle,  and  i 
saucepan  ; lot  2,  of  a dirty  tablecloth  and  green  baiz 
curtain.  East,  for  one-and-sixpence,  purchased  a leathe 
paper-case,  with  a lock,  but  no  key,  once  handsome,  bu 
now  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

But  they  had  still  the  point  to  settle  of  how  to  ge 
Diggs  to  take  the  things  without  hurting  his  feeling 
This  they  solved  by  leaving  them  in  his  study,  wliic 
was  never  locked  when  he  was  ^ut.  Diggs  remeir 
bered  who  had  bought  the  lots,  and  came  to  the; 
study  soon  after,  and  sat  silent  for  some  time,  crackin 
his  great  red  finger-joints.  Then  he  laid  hold  of  the 
exercises  and  began  correcting  them,  and  at  last  g< 
up,  and,  turning  his  back  on  them,  said,  “ You  Te  ui 
common  good-hearted  little  beggars,  you  two.  I vah 
that  paper-case  ; my  sister  gave  it  me  last  holidays, 
won’t  forget and  so  he  stumbled  out  into  the  pas 
age,  leaving  them  embarrassed,  but  not  sorry  that  1 
knew  what  they  had  done. 

— Tom  Brown’s  Schooldays. 
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A MOTHER’S  LOVE. 

Hast  thou  sounded  the  depths  of  yonder  sea, 
And  counted  the  sands  that  under  it  be  ? 

Hast  thou  measured  the  height  of  heaven  above  ? 
Then  mayst  thou  mete  out  a mother’s  love. 

Hast  thou  talk’d  with  the  blessed  of  leading  on 
To  the  throne  of  God  some  wandering  son  ? 

Hast  thou  witness’d  the  angels’  bright  employ  ? 
Then  mayst  thou  speak  of  a mother’s  joy. 

Evening  and  morn  hast  thou  watch’d  the  bee 
Go  forth  on  her  errands  of  industry  ? 

The  bee  for  herself  has  gather’d  and  toil’d. 

But  the  mother’s  cares  are  all  for  her  child. 


(,(  j Hast  thou  gone,  with  the  traveller  Thought,  afar, 
| Erom  pole  to  pole,  and  from  star  to  star  ? 
liji  I Thou  hast — but  on  ocean,  earth,  or  sea. 

The  heart  of'a  mother  has  gone  with  thee. 

i 

There  is  not  a grand  inspiring  thought. 

There  is  not  a truth  by  wisdom  taught ; 

There  is  not  a feeling  pure  and  high, 

| I That  may  not  be  read  in  a mother’s  eye. 


And  ever  since  earth  began,  that  book 
Has  been,  to  the  wise,  an  open  book, 

To  win  them  back,  from  the  lore  they  prize, 
To  the  holier  love  that  edifies. 


There  are  teachings  on  earth,  and  sky,  and  air, 
The  heavens  the  glory  of  God  declare ! 

But  louder  than  the  voice  beneath,  above, 

He  is  heard  to  speak  through  a mother’s  love. 

— Emily  Taylor, 
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THE  ABENAQUI’S  STORY. 

I WAS  going  along  my  line  of  traps  when  I met  ai 
Indian  with  a sledge  hauled  by  two  dogs.  He  was  i 
Montagnais,  so  that  I could  not  understand  much  o: 
his  language,  hut  he  spoke  Englfch  a little,  and  w< 
could  easily  make  one  another  out.  I said  to  him 
“ You  have  a heavy  load  on  your  sledge.” — “ A lieav} 
load,”  he  replied,  in  a mournful  tone. 

I saw  he  did  not  like  to  talk,  so  I asked  him  to  corn* 
to  my  lodge  and  pass  the  night.  We  got  there  earl} 
and  cooked  some  supper.  The  Indian  had  plenty  oi 
caribou  meat  with  him,  and  gave  me  some,  which  he 
took  from  the  sledge.  After  a smoke  he  began  to  talk 
and  said  he  came  from  Ste.  Marguerite,  which  enten 
the  Gulf  a few  miles  above  Seven  Islands*  He  had  a 
nice  little  pack  of  furs  with  him,  more  than  I had : 
and  the  caribou  were  numerous  about  seventy  miles  up 
the  river ; but  there  was  a camp  of  Nasquapees  there 
• In  Labrador. 
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jyho  were  killing  them  off.  After  a while,  just  as  it 
pas  growing  dusk,  he  asked  me  if  he  might  bring  his 

1 ledge  into  my  lodge,  “For,”  said  he,  “ I have  a body 
here,  and  I am  afraid  the  dogs  will  eat  it  if  it  is  left 
ntside.” 

He  brought  the  body  in  and  laid  it  in  the  coldest 
>art  of  the  lodge,  where  there  was  a little  snow  drifted 
Ihrough  a crack. 

Oh !”  said  the  Indian,  “ if  the  snow  does  not  melt 
Here,  the  body  will  take  no  hurt.” 

We  sat  and  smoked  together. 

After  a while  I said,  “Did  you  bring  the  body 
ar?” 

“ Six  days  up  the  Ste.  Marguerite ; perhaps  eight 
lays  from  here.  I came  across  the  country  with  some 
SFasquapees,  who  had  come  from  the  Trinity  Biver, 
land  were  following  the  caribou.  The  Nasquapees  got 
Jpnough  meat  and  went  back.  I came  on  to  go  down 
lithe  Moisie  to  Seven  Islands,  and  leave  it  there  till  the 
afjpring” 

“ How  did  he  die  V*  said  I,  at  length. 

The  Indian  looked  at  the  fire  and  said  nothing.  I 
Ijknew  there  was  same  very  sorrowful  tale  to  tell  or  he 
iu|would  have  spoken  at  once. 

After  a long  pause,  the  Indian  said,  “He  is  my 
(■cousin ; I am  taking  him  to  be  buried  at  the  Post.  He 
Dijiasked  me — I promised  him.  It  is  a long  journey  in 
winter,  but  he  wished  it,  and  he  will  soon  be  there.” 
The  Indian  then  began  to  tell  me  how  it  happened. 
He  and  I,”  he  said,  pointing  to  the  body — but  he 
mentioned  no  name — “Were  hunting  together;  we 
;||came  upon  the  track  of  a cat.” 

“ By  cat  you  mean  lynx,  of  course,”  said  one  of  the 
listeners.  ■» 

“ Yes,  we  always  call  them  cats ; many  white  folk 
[call  them  lynx.  It’s  an  animal  about  the  size  of  a big 
dog,  only  lower  and  stronger,  with  sharp-pointed  ears, 
(and  a tuft  at  the  end  of  each.” 
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* Yes,  that’s  the  lynx.  Go  on.” 

“Well,”  the  Indian  said,  “we  came  upon  the  track 
of  a cat,  and  we  followed  it.  My  cousin  was  first,  and 
he  turned  round,  and  said  to  me,  ‘I’ll  go  round  that 
mountain  if  you  go  up  the  valley  with  the  dogs,  and 
we  are  sure  to  get  him.’  We  separated.  Iu  an  hour 
I heard  a gun,  and  then  sat  down,  and  I waited  long. 
Night  was  coming  on ; I thought  I would  go  and  look. 
I could  find  nothing,  so  as  it  was  getting  dark  I fired 
my  gun — no  answer.  I fired  again— no  answer.  Some- 
thing, I said,  has  happened  to  my  cousin ; I must  fol- 
low his  track  as  soon  as  it  is  daylight. 

“ I pulled  some  sapin,*  made  a bed  on  the  snow, 
drew  some  branches  over  me,  and  slept  well.  Next 
morning  I followed  the  tracks,  and  before  I got  half 
round  the  mountain ‘I  saw  my  cousin.  He  was  nearly 
dead — could  just  speak.  Close  to  him  was  the  cat, 
frozen  stiff.  My  cousin  had  slipped  into  a crack  of 
the  rock  just  after  he  had  fired  and  wounded  the  cat, 
when  he  was  within  twenty  yards  of  it.  One  of  his 
legs  was  broken.  As  soon  as  he  fell  the  cat  sprung 
upon  him,  and  tore  off  part  of  his  scalp ; he  killed  it 
with  his  knife,  but  could  not  get  At  of  the  crack  on 
account  of  his  broken  leg;  he  could  not  reach  his  gun 
to  fire  it  off  and  let  me  know.  There  he  must  have 
remained,  and  died  alone,  if  I had  not  chanced  to  come, 
I lifted  him  out  of  the  crack,  but  his  fingers  snapped 
off — they  were  frozen.  He  just  said  to  me,  ‘Nipi! 
nipi ! — water  l water !’  I quickly  made  a fire,  put  some 
snow  in  my  blanket,  held  it  over  the  flame,  and  got 
him  some  water.  He  told  me  to  take  him  to  Seven 
Islands  or  the  Moisie,  and  bury  him  there.  He 
pointed  to  his  gun.  I brought  it  to  him  ; he  put  it 
into  my  hand,  turned  round  his  head,  and  died.” 

The  Indian  sat  looking  at  the  fire  for  many  minutes 
I did  not  want  to  interrupt  his  thoughts.  After  a 
while  I filled  his  pipe,  put  a coal  in  it,  and  gave  it  tc 
* Branches  of  the  spruce. 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


185 


im.  He  took  it,  still  looking  at  the  fire.  Perhaps  he 
{ iw  the  spirit  of  his  cousin  there,  as  Indians  often  say 
l pey  do.  He  smoked  for  a long  time.  At  length  he 
it  poke,  looking  at  the  body,  and  pointing  to  it,  saying, 
it  He  said  last  winter,  that  some  one  would  die  before 
j pe  year  was  out.” 

I j I knew  well  enough  that  it  was  one  of  their  super- 
t dtions  that  had  troubled  him,  for  he  was  a heathen 
,|  pt  more  than  a year  ago ; and  a man  does  not  get  rid 
j.  % his  heathen  notions  by  being  touched  with  a drop  of 
|,  knitou  water.  So  I said  to  him,  “ Did  he  see  any- 
aing?” 

j j “ He  came  across  tracks.” 
ij  “Tracks?” 

| “ A Wendigo,”  said  the  Indian. 

Ij  I “ Have  you  ever  seen  one?”  I asked  him. 

[i  | “ I have  seen  tracks.” 
iij  “Where?” 

it  “ On  the  Ste.  Marguerite,  the  Mingan,  the  Manitou, 
tie  Ou-na-ma-ne.  My  cousin  saw  tracks  on  the  Mani- 
n pu  last  winter,  and  he  said  to  me,  and  to  many  of  us, 
j {Something  will  happen/  ” 
n “What  were  the  tracks  like?”  I said  to  him. 

Hj  “ Wendigoes”  he  replied. 

fi  j “ Well,  but  how  big  were  they?” 

1(  He  looked  afc  me  but  said  nothing,  nor  would  he 
(i  peak  on  the  subject  again. 

,i  j “ These  Montagnais  think,”  continued  Pierre,  “ that 
„ re  Wendigoes  are  giant  cannibals,  twenty  and  thirty 
p set  high.  They  think  that  they  live  on  human  'flesh, 
f jnd  that  many  Indians  who  have  gone  hunting,  and 
] i ave  never  afterwards  been  heard  of,  have  been  de- 
i oured  by  Wendigoes.  They  are  dreadfully  supersti- 
I ous  in  the  woods,  but  brave  enough  when  they  get 
6 n the  coast.  — H.  Y.  Hind. 
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THE  LONELY  CROSS. 

Midway  between  the  St  Louis  River  and  Sandy  Lata 
in  the  territory  of  Minnesota,  is  to  be  found  one  of  tl 
largest  and  most  gloomy  of  tamarack  swamps.  Eroi 
time  immemorial  it  has  been  a thing  of  dread,  not  on] 
to  the  Indians,  but  also  to  the  traders  and  voyager 
For  a good  portion  of  the  year  it  is  blocked  up  wit 
snow,  and  during  the  summer  it  is  usually  so  fc 
covered  with  water  as  only  to  consist  of  a number  < 
islets.  It  is  so  desolate  a place  as  to  be  uninhabite 
even  by  wild  animals,  and  hence  the  pleasures  of  tn 
veiling  over  it  are  far  from  being  exciting.  In  fac 
the  only  way  in  which  it  can  be  overcome  in  spring 
by  employing  a rude  causeway  of  logs  for  the  moi 
dangerous  places.  As  it  happens  to  be  directly  on  tl 
route  of  a portage  over  which  canoes  and  packs  of  fin 
are  annually  transported,  we  cannot  wonder  that 
should  frequently  be  the  scene  of  mishaps  and  acc 
dents.  All  along  the  trail  lie  the  skeletons  of  canoe 
abandoned  by  their  owners,  together  with  broken  pa< 
dies  and  remnants  of  camp  furniture.  But  the  moi 
interesting  object  that  we  witnessed  in  this  rerno 
corner  of  the  wilderness  was  a rude  wooden  cross,  su 
mounting  a solitary  grave.  And  connected  with  th 
grave  is  the  following  story,  obtained  from  one  wl 
assisted  at  the  burial : — 

It  was  a summer  day,  and  many  years  ago,  when 
stranger  arrived  at  St  Marie.  He  reported  himself  i 
having  come  from  Montreal,  and  he  was  anxious  1 
obtain  a canoe  passage  to  the  head  waters  of  the  Mi 
6issippL  He  was  a Frenchman,  of  elegant  addres 
and  in  easy  circumstances,  so  far  as  one  could  judj 
from  his  stock  of  travelling  comforts.  His  name  ai 
business,  however,  were  alike  unknown,  and  hence 
mystery  attended  him.  Having  purchased  a ne 
canoe  and  a comfortable  tent,  he  secured  the  servio 
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IF  four  stalwart  Chippeways,  and  started  upon  his 
estern  pilgrimage.  He  sailed  along  the  southern 
lore  of  Lake  Superior,  and  as  its  lovely  features  de- 
| sloped  themselves  to  his  view  one  after  another,  he 
;1  'equently  manifested  the  pleasure  he  experienced  in  a 
m fanner  so  singularly  enthusiastic  as  to  increase  the 
n iystery  which  surrounded  him.  In  due  time  they 
Cached  the  superb  and  most  picturesque  St  Louis 
iver,  surmounted  its  water-falls  by  means  of  many 
ortages,  entered  and  ascended  one  of  its  tributaries, 
id  finally  drew  up  their  canoe  at  the  eastern  ex- 
•emity  of  the  portage  which  led  over  the  swamp. 
e I The  tent  of  the  stranger  was  erected ; and  while  the 
k idians  busied  themselves  in  preparing  the  evening 
; teal,  the  former  amused  himself  by  exploring  the 
o;  pighborhood  of  the  encampment.  He  gathered  a 
tl  iw  roots  of  the  sweet  flag * of  which  he  was  particu- 
11  irly  fond,  and,  on  his  return  to  the  tent,  ate  a quantity 
i [ what  he  had  collected.  On  that  night  he  was  taken 
it  ick ; and  while  endeavoring  to  account  for  heart- 
it  urning  and  severe  pains  that  he  experienced,  he  pulled 
at  jut  of  his  pocket  a specimen  of  the  root  he  had  eaten, 
to  ad  handed  it  to  the  Indians.  They  were  surprised  at 
io  lis  movement,  but,  on  examining  the  root,  they  found 
m | to  be  a deadly  poison.  This  intelligence  was,  of 
I purse,  received  with  amazement  and  horror,  and  the 
i]  nhappy  man  spent  a most  agonizing  night.  At  day- 
reak  he  was  a little  better,  and  insisted  upon  continu- 
n ig  his  journey.  The  voyagers  obeyed,  and,  packing 
: ; Ip  their  baggage,  started  across  the  portage  in  single 
i ile.  The  excitement  which  filled  the  mind  of  the 
| iranger  seemed  to  give  new  energy  to  his  sinews,  and 
•es  e travelled  for  about  an  hour  with  great  rapidity; 
ji  at  by  the  time  he  reached  the  centre  of  the  swamp, 

31  * Sweet  flag,  or  flower-de-luce,  a useful  plant ; the  roots  of 
;8  hich  are  used  as  a cure  for  toothache,  and  as  a black  dye  ; 
utile  leaves  for  thatch  and  chair-bottoms,  and  the  seeds  as  a 
jjlibstitute  for  coffee. 
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his  strength  failed  him,  and  he  was  compelled  to  cal 
a halt. 

Upon  one  of  the  green  islands,  already  mentioned 
the  Indians  erected  his  tent,  and,  wiih  all  the  blanket 
and  robes  belonging  to  the  company,  made  him  a 
comfortable  as  possible.  The  hours  of  the  day  wer 
nearly  numbered ; the  stranger  had  endured  the  se 
verest  agony,  and  he  knew  that  he  was  about  to  die 
He  divested  himself  of  his  clothes,  and,  with  all  hi 
papers  and  other  personal  property,  motioned  that  the 
should  be  placed  in  a heap  a few  paces  from  the  doo 
of  his-tent.  His  request  was  obeyed.  He  then  hande 
them  all  the  money  he  had,  and  despatched  all  his  at 
tendants  upon  imaginary  errands  into  the  neighborin 
woods;  and  when  they  returned,  they  found  the  hea 
of  clothes  and  other  property  changed  into  heaps  c 
ashes.  They  supposed  the  sick  man  had  lost  his  reasoi 
and  therefore  did  not  consider  his  conduct  surprising 
They  only  increased  their  kind  attentions,  for  they  fe 
that  the  stream  of  life  was  almost  dry.  Again  did  th 
stranger  summon  the  Indians  to  his  side,  and  pullin 
from  his  breast  a small  silver  crucifix,  made  signs  t 
them  that  they  were  to  plant  upon  his  grave  a simila 
memento  ; and  hiding  it  again  in  the  folds  of  his  shir 
cast  a lingering  and  agonizing  look  upon  the  settin 
sun,  and  in  this  manner  breathed  his  last. 

By  the  light  of  the  moon  the  Indians  dug  a grat 
on  the  spot  where  the  stranger  died,  in  which  the 
deposited  his  remains,  with  the  crucifix  upon  his  breas 
At  the  head  of  the  grave  they  planted  a rude  cros 
made  of  the  knotty  tamarack  wood  ; and  after  a nigl 
of  troubled  repose,  started  upon  their  return  to  £ 
Marie,  where  they  related  the  catastrophe  of  their  pi 
grimage.  — Lallan. 
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I FALLS  OF  NIAGARA 

Vhere  the  river  Niagara  leaves  Lake  Erie,  it  is  three 
uarters  of  a mile  in  width.  Before  reaching  the  falls, 
t is  a mile  broad,  and  twenty-five  feet  deep,  and  flows 
vith  great  swiftness,  having  a descent  of  -fifty  feet  in 
lalf  a mile.  An  island,  on  the  verge  of  the  cataract, 
tivides  it  into  two  sheets  of  water.  One  of  these, 
ailed -from  its  shape  the  Horse-shoe  Fall,  is  six  hun- 
red  yards  wide  and  a hundred  and  fifty-eight  feet  in 
leight.  The  other,  called  the  American  Fall,  is  two 
umdred  yards  wide,  and  a hundred  and  sixty-four 
eet  high. 

About  once  in  ten  years,  generally  in  January  or 
he  beginning  of  February,  the  ice,  at  the  foot  of  the 
alls,  makes  a complete  bridge  from  one  shore  to  the 
>ther.  A great  frozen  mass,  of  irregular  shape,  is 
ormed  on  the  edge  next  to  the  cataract,  from  masses 
>f  ice  being  forced  under  the  surface  and  raising  it  up, 
kod  from  the  accumulation  of  frozen  spray.  When, 
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this  breaks  up  in  the  spring,  the  crashing  of  th( 
several  fragments,  driven  together  by  the  force  of  the 
•waters,  rivals  the  noise  of  the  falls  themselves.  In  i 
mild  winter,  the  ice  of  Lake  Erie  sometimes  breaki 
up, — large  pieces  float  over  the  falls, — they  are  smashec 
to  atoms,  and  rise  to  the  surface  in  immense  quantities 
of  a substance  like  wetted  snow ; a severe  night’s  fros' 
binds  this  into  a solid  mass,  and  forms  a large  portioi 
of  the  bridge. 

The  rise  and  fall  of  the  great  body  of  the  water  ar< 
very  slight  at  any  season ; but,  as  you  watch  th< 
plunging  stream,  it  seems  to  tumble  down  sometime 
in  gushes,  as  if  an  additional  influence  came  into  pla; 
every  now  and  then.  About  the  centre  of  the  Horse 
shoe,  or  Canadian  Fall,  there  is  a clear,  unbroken  spou 
of  water  twenty  feet  in  depth  before  its  leap ; fo 
seventy  feet  below  it  continues  deep,  and  of  a pur 
blue ; presently  it  becomes  shrouded  in  a soft  spraj 
which  waves  like  a plume  in  the  wind,  at  times  tintei 
with  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow.  When  the  weathe 
is  very  calm,  this  beautiful  mist  rises  to  a great  heigh 
into  the  air,  becoming  finer  by  degrees,  till  no  longe 
perceptible. 

There  is  already  a list  of  fearful  accidents  at  tlii 
place,  though  for  so  short  a time  frequented  by  civilize< 
man : the  last  few  years  have  been  fertile  in  them.  Per 
haps  the  most  frightful  of  all  was  one  which  happene< 
in  May  1843. 

A Canadian  of  the  village  of  Chippewa  was  engages 
in  drawing  sand  from  the  river  three  miles  above  th 
town.  Seated  in  his  cart,  he  backed  the  horses  into  th 
water,  ignorant  of  the  depth.  It  sank  : but  a box  o 
which  he  sat  floated,  and  was  soon  driven  by  a hig 
wind  off  from  the  land  into  the  strong  but  smooth  cui 
rent ; he,  being  unable  to  swim,  clung  to  the  box.  j 
boat  was  on  the  shore,  but,  by  the  mismanagement  c 
the  bystanders,  it  was  let  loose  into  the  stream,  an 
floated  .past  the  unhappy  man,  empty  and  useless 
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Ijre  was  no  other  for  two  miles  lower  down ; beyond 
b,  aid  was  impossible.  The  people  on  the  banks, 
;ead  of  hastening  to  get  a boat  ready  in  time  below, 
along  the  shore  talking  to  him  of  help,  which  their 
pidity  rendered  of  no  avail : he  knew  that  he  was 
med.  “ I ’m  lost ! I ’in  lost !”  sounded  fainter  and 
iter  as  the  distance  widened.  This  dreadful  pro- 
;tion  lasted  nearly  an  hour,  the  stream  being  very 
v.  At  first  he  scarcely  appears  to  move,  but  the' 
ingth  of  the  current  increases,  the  waters  become 
)re  troubled,  he  spins  about  in  the  eddies,  still  cling- 
r with  the  energy  of  despair  to  his  support.  He 
jsses  close  by  an  island,  so  close  that  the  box  touches 
d stops  for  one  moment ; but  the  next  it  twists  slowly 
and,  and  is  sucked  into  the  current  again.  The  last 
pe  is,  that  a boat  may  be  ready  on  the  shore  at 
n dppewa.  It  is  in  vain;  there  are  none  there  but 
ij  pi  canoes,  all  high  up  on  the  bank.  By  the  time 
h e of  them  is  launched,  the  boldest  boatman  dares  not 
it  ^bark. 

I lJust  above  the  falls,  they  see  the  devoted  victim 
|f  pried  round  and  round  in  the  foaming  waves,  with 
’ intic  gestures  appealing  for  aid.  His  frightful  screams 
li  ferce  through  the  dull  roar  of  the  torrent,  “ I ’m  lost ! 
i m lost!” 

Q |He  is  now  in  the  smooth  flood  of  blue  unbroken 
1{  [ter,  twenty  feet  in  depth,  the  centre  of  the  Canadian 
41.  Yet  another  momdnt,  he  has  loosed  his  hold ; 
{ ! hands  are  clasped  as  if  in  prayer;  his  voice  is 
\ mt.  Smoothly,  but  quickly,  as  an  arrow’s  flight, 
H i glides  over  and  is  seen  no  more,  nor  any  trace  of 
In  from  that  time, 

i„  j <=— YVarburton’s  Hochelaga, 
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BURIAL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE. 

Not  a drum  was  heard,  not  a funeral  note, 

As  his  corpse  to  the  rampart  we  hurried ; 

Not  a soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot 
O’er  the  grave  where  our  hero  we  buried. 

We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night. 

The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning  ; 

By  the  struggling  moonbeam’s  misty  light, 

And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  coffin  enclosed  his  breast, 

Nor  in  sheet  nor  in  shroud  we  wound  him ; 

But  he  lay  like  a warrior  taking  his  rest, 

With  his  martial  cloak  around  him. 

Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  said, 

And  we  spoke  not  a word  of  sorrow ; 

But  we  steadfastly  gazed  on  the  face  that  was  dead, 
And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 

We  thought  as  we  hollow’d  his  narrow  bed. 

And  smooth’d  down  his  lonely  pillow, 

That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  would  tread  o’er  his  he; 
And  we  far  away  on  the  billow. 

Lightly  they’ll  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  gone, 

And.  o’er  his  cold  ashes  upbraid  him, — 

But  little  he  ’ll  reck,  if  they  let  him  sleep  on, 

In  the  grave  where  a Briton  has  laid  him. 

But  half  of  our  heavy  task  was  done 

When  the  clock  struck  the  hour  for  retiring  ; 

And  we  heard  the  distant  and  random  gun 
That  the  foe  was  sullenly  firing. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down 

From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gory  ; 

We  carved  not  a line,  and  we  raised  not.  a stone,  [j! 
But  we  left  him  alone  with  his  glory. 

•-C.  Wolfe  r 
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HEROISM  AND  CATASTROPHE. 


We  are  accustomed  to  look  for  our  heroes  among  those 
ho  encounter  their  fellow-men  amid  the  din  of  battle, 
f who  strive  against  the  fury  of  the  elements,  but  few 
ighter  instances  of  heroism  and  noble  self-sacrifice 
n be  found  than  that  related  of  a young  gentleman 
1 St  Liboire  in  Lower  Canada,  who  at  the  peril  of  his 
tvn  life  saved  a number  of  human  beings  from  a mel- 
lcholy  death. 

i As  a train  on  the  Grand  Trunk  Railway  was  passing 
trough  that  locality  during  the  night,  one  of  the 
issengers,  M.  Bachand,  noticed  that  one  of  the  houses 
as  on  fire.  Erom  the  absence  of  other  lights,  and 
jeing  no  persons  near  the  house,  he  judged  that  the 
'mates  were  not  aware  of  their  dangerous  position, 
fith  equal  promptitude  and  thoughtfulness  he  at  once 
formed  the  conductor  of  the  train  of  the  circumstance, 
it  he,  it  seems,  did  not  consider  it  part  of  his  duty  to 
:op  the  train  for  such  a cause.  M.  Bachand,  deeply 
sieved  at  this,  could  not  allow  his  mind  to  be  set  at 
st,  but  rushing  out  of  the  door  of  the  car,  he  leapt 
it  into  the  darkness,  heedless  of  his  own  life,  providing 
i could  manage  to  save  that  of  his  fellow-creatures, 
id  to  relate,  the  poor  fellow  broke  his  leg  in  the  fall, 
lit  even  this  did  not  diminish  his  generous  anxiety, 
[otwithstanding  the  severe  pain  of  the  broken  limb, 
} was  able  to  creep  up  to  the  burning  house,  and  had 
ily  strength  enough  remaining  to  arouse  the  inmates, 
s M.  Bachand  had  rightly  conjectured,  they  were  fast 
leep,  and  totally  unconscious  of  the  devouring  element 
close  at  hand.  The  delay  of  a few  moments  would 
ive  been  death  to  all,  for  even  now  the  flames  had 
most  enveloped  the  house,  and  had  cut  off  the-  retreat 
f one  poor  young  lady,  a niece  of  the  proprietor,  who, 
liable  to  escape,  perished  in  the  flames.  Thus  several 
iman  beings  were  saved  by  the  courageous  M.  Bach-* 
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and  at  such  fearful  risk  to  himself,  when  most  people 
would  only  have  given  the  danger  a passing  thought, 
without  considering  for  a moment,  the  fearful  responsi- 
bility that  might  rest  upon  their  head.  A few  moments 
and  the  whirl  of  the  train  would  have  carried  them  fai 
past  the  scene,  but  in  these  few  moments  what  a nobl( 
resolve  was  made,  and  how  heroically  executed ! 

— Campbell’s  Third  Reader . 


LOSS  OF  THE  SCHOONER  “-DRAKE" 

The  Newfoundland  coast  is  a peculiarly  dangerou 
one,  from  the  dense  fogs  that  hang  over  the  watei 
caused  by  the  warm  waters  of  the  Gulf-stream,  which 
rushing  up  from  the  equator,  here  come  in  contact  witl 
the  cold  currents  from  the  Pole,  and  send  up  sucl 
heavy  vapors  that  day  can  scarcely  be  discerned  fron 
night,  and  even  at  little  more  than  arm’s  length  object 
cannot  be  distinguished,  while,  from  without,  the  mis 
looks  like  a thick  sheer  precipice  of  snow. 

In  such  a fearful  fog,  on  the  morning  of  the  20th  o 
June  1822,  the  small  war-schooner  Drake  Struck  sud 
denly  upon  a rock,  and  almost  immediately  fell  ove 
on  her  side,  the  waves  breaking  over  her.  Her  com 
mander,  Captain  Baker,  ordered  her  masts  to  be  cu 
away,  in  hopes  of  lightening  her,  so  that  she  migl 
right  herself — but  in  vain.  One  boat  was  washed  awaj 
another  upset  as  soon  as  she  was  launched,  and  ther 
only  remained  the  small  boat,  called  the  captain’s  gi* 
The  ship  was  fast  breaking  up,  and  the  only  hope  wa 
that  the  crew  might  reach  a small  rock,  the  point  c 
which  could  be  seen  above  the  waves,  at  a distanc 
that  the  fog  made  it  difficult  to  calculate,  but  it  wa 
hoped  might  not  be  too  great.  A man  named  Lennar 
seized  a rope,  and  sprang  into  the  sea,  but  the  currei 
was  too  strong  for  him,  he  was  carried  away  in  a 
opposite  direction,  and  was  obliged  to  be  dragged  o 
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board  again.  Then  the  boatswain,  whose  name  was 
Turner,  volunteered  to  make  the  attempt  in  the  gig, 
taking  a rope  fastened  round  his  body.  The  crew 
'cheered  him  after  the  gallant  fashion  of  British  seamen, 
though  they  were  all  hanging  on  by  ropes  to  the  ship, 
with  the  sea  breaking  over  them,  and  threatening  every 
jmoment  to  dash  the  vessel  to  pieces.  Anxiously  they 
jwatched  Turner  in  his  boat,  as  he  made  his  way  to 
within  a few  feet  of  the  rock.  There  it  was  lifted  higher 
land  higher  by  a huge  wave,  then  hurled  down  on  the 
(rock  and  shattered  to  pieces  ; but  the  brave  boatswain 
was  safe,  and  contrived  to  keep  his  hold  of  the  rope, 
land  to  scramble  upon  the  stone. 

Another  great  wave,  almost  immediately  after,  heaved 
! up  the  remains  of  the  ship,  and  dashed  her  down  close 
ito  this  rock  of  safety,  and  Captain  Baker,  giving  up 
'the  hope  of  saving  her,  commanded  the  crew  to  leave 
! her,  and  make  their  way  to  it.  For  the  first  time  he 
: met  with  disobedience.  With  one  voice  they  refused 
to  leave  the  wreck  unless  they  saw  him  before  them  in 
safety.  Calmly  he  renewed  his  orders,  saying  that  his 
life  was  the  last  and  least  consideration ; and  they  were 

I obliged  to  obey,  leaving  the  ship  in  as  orderly  a manner 
j hs  if  they  were  going  ashore  in  harbor.  But  they 

'were  so  benumbed  with  told,  that  many  were  unable 
to  climb  the  rock,  and  were  swept  off  by  the  waves, 

I among  them  the  lieutenant.  Captain  Baker  last  of  all 
!!j  joined  his  crew,  and  it  was  then  discovered  that  they 

II  were  at  no  great  distance  from  the  land,  but  that  the 
'!  tide  was  rising,  and  that  the  rock  on  which  they  stood 
;;  Would  assuredly  be  covered  at  high  water,  and  the  heavy 
1 mist  and  lonely  coast  gave  scarcely  a hope  that  help 
1!  I would  come  ere  the  slowly  rising  waters  must  devour 
®i  diem. 

« Still  there  was  no  murmur,  and  again  the  gallant 
® boatswain,  who  still  held  the  rope,  volunteered  to  make 
s > an  effort  to  save  his  comrades.  With  a few  words  of 
a i Earnest  prayer,  he  secured  the  rope  round  his  waist, 
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struggled  hard  with  the  waves,  and  reached  the  shore 
whence  he  sent  back  the  news  of  his  safety  by  a Ion 
cheer  to  his  comrades. 

There  was  now  a line  of  rope  between  the  shore  an 
the  rock,  just  long  enough  to  reach  from  one  to  th 
other  when  held  by  a man  at  each  end.  The  onl 
hope  of  safety  lay  in  working  a desperate  passage  alon 
this  rope  to  the  land.  The  spray  was  already  beatin 
over  those  who  were  crouched  on  the  rock,  but  not 
man  moved  till  called  by  name  by  Captain  Baker,  an 
then  it  is  recorded  that  not  one  so  summoned  stirre 
till  he  had  used  his  best  entreaties  to  the  captain  t 
take  his  place ; but  the  captain  had  but  one  reply- 
“ I will  never  leave  the  rock  until  every  soul  is  safe.” 

Forty-four  stout  sailors  had  made  their  periloi 
way  to  shore.  The  forty-fifth  looked  round  and  saw 
poor  woman  lyiug  helpless,  almost  lifeless,  on  the  roc 
unable  to  move.  He  took  her  in  one  arm,  and  wi 
the  other  clung  to  the  rope.  Alas ! the  double  weig 
was  more  than  the  much-tried  rope  could  bear; 
broke  half-way,  and  the  poor  woman  and  the  sail 
were  both  swallowed  in  the  eddy.  Captain  Baker  ai 
three  seamen  remained,  utterly  cut  off  from  hope 
help.  The  men  in  best  condition  hurried  oft'  in  sear 
of  help,  found  a farm-house,  obtained  a rope,  at 
hastened  back ; but  long  ere  their  arrival  the  watc 
had  flowed  above  the  head  of  the  brave  and  faithf 
captain.  All  the  crew  could  do  was,  with  full  hear 
to  write  a most  touching  letter  to  an  officer  who  h 
once  sailed  with  them  in  the  Drake,  to  entreat  him 
represent  their  captain's  conduct  to  the  Lords  of  t 
Admiralty.  “In  fact,”  said  the  letter,  “during  t 
whole  business  he  proved  himself  a man,  whose  nai 
and  last  conduct  ought  ever  to  be  held  in  the  high* 
estimation,  by  a crew  who  feel  it  their  duty  to  a 
from  the  Lord  Commissioners  of  the  Admiralty,  tl 
which  they  otherwise  have  not  the  means  of  obtainin 
that  is,  a public  and  lasting  record  iff  the  lion-heart 
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ii  enerous,  and  very  unexampled  way  in  which  our  late 
n oble  commander  sacrificed  his  life,  on  the  evening  of 
le  23d  of  June.-”  This  letter  was  signed  by  the  whole 
,ii  irviving  crew  of  the  Drake , and  in  consequence,  a 
tl  tblet  in  the  dock-yard  chapel  at  Portsmouth  conn- 
nl  lemorates  the  heroism  of  Captain  Charles  Baker, 
n — Book  of  Golden  Deeds. 
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B A WET  SHEET  AND  A PLOWING  SEA. 
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A wet  sheet  and  a flowing  sea, 

A wind  that  follows  fast, 

And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail, 
And  bends  the  gallant  mast ; 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast,  my  boys, 
While,  like  the  eagle  free, 

Away  the  good  ship  flies,  and  leaves 
Old  England  on  the  lee. 

Oh  for  a soft  and  gentle  wind ! 

I heard  a fair  one  cry ; 

But  give  to  me  the  snorting  breeze 
And  white  waves  heaving  high ; 

And  white  waves  heaving  high,  my  lads, 
The  good  ship  tight  and  free — 

The  world  of  waters  is  our  home, 

And  merry  men  are  we. 

There’s  tempest  in  yon  horned  moon, 
And  lightning  in  yon  cloud ; 

But  hark  the  music,  mariners  ! 

The  wind  is  piping  loud ; 

The  wind  is  piping  loud,  my  boys, 

The  lightning  flashes  free — 

While  the  hollow  oak  our  palace  is, 

Our  heritage  the  sea. 


—A.  Cunningham. 
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THE  .RAILROAD. 

Through  the  mould  and  through  the  clay. 
Through  the  com  and  through  the  hay, 

By  the  margin  of  the  lake, 

O'er  the  river,  through  the  brake. 

On  we  hie  with  screech  and  roar  ! 

Splashing ! flashing  ! crashing ! dashing ! 
Over  ridges,  gullies,  bridges  ! 

By  the  bubbling  rill,  and  mill — 
Highways,  byways, 

Hollow  hill — 

Jumping — bumping — rocking — roaring 
Like  forty  thousand  giants  snoring  ! 

O’er  the  aqueduct  and  bog, 

On  we  fly  with  ceaseless  jog, 

Every  instant  something  new  ; 

Every  moment  lost  to  view. 

Now  a tavern — now  a steeple — 

Now  a crowd  of  gaping  people — 
Now  a hollow — now  a ridge — 
Now  a cross  way — now  a bridge. 

Grumble — stumble — rumble — tumble — 
Fretting — getting  in  a stew ! 

Church  and  steeple,  gaping  people. 

Quick  as  thought  are  lost  to  view ! 
Everything  that  eye  can  survey 
Turns  hurly-burly,  topsy-turvy ! 

Glimpse  of  lonely  hut  and  mansion, 
Glimpse  of  ocean’s  wide  expansion, 
Glimpse  of  foundry  and  of  forge, 

Glimpse  of  plain  and  mountain  gorges 
Dash  along  ! slash  along  ! flash  along ! 
On  ! on  with  a bump  and  a thump, 

And  a roll ! 

Hies  the  fire-fiend  to  its  destined  goal. 
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TWENTY  YEARS  AGO— THE  SCHOOL-BOY’S 
REMINISCENCE. 

[ ’ve  wander'd  in  the  village,  Tom,  I ’ve  sat  beneath 
the  tree,  [you  and  me. 

Upon  the  school-house  playing-ground,  which  shelter’d 
But  none  were  there  to  greet  me,  Tom,  and  few  were 
left  to  know, 

That  play’d  with  us  upon  the  green,  some  twenty  years  ago. 
The  grass  is  just  as  green,  Tom, — barefooted  boys  at 

L Play  . ... 

Were  sporting  just  as  we  did  then,  with  spirits  just  as 
But  master  sleeps  upon  the  hill,  which,  coated  o’er 
! with  snow, 

Afforded  us  a sliding-place,  just  twenty  years  ago. 

phe  old  school-house  is  alter’d  now,  the  benches  are 
I replaced  [faced ; 

' ’By  new  ones  very  like  the  same  our  pen-knives  had  de- 
But  the  same  old  bricks  are  in  the  wall,  the  bell  swings 
i to  and  fro, — * [ago. 

Jits  music  just  the  same,  dear  Tom,  as  twenty  years 

{The  spring  that  bubbled  ’neath  the  hill,  close  by  the 
1 spreading  beech,  [reach ; 

|ls  very  low,— ’twas  once  so  high  that  we  could  almost 
And  kneeling  down  to  get  a drink,  dear  Tom,  I started  so, 
|To  see  how  much  that  I had  changed  since  twenty 
I years  ago. 

Near  by  the  spring,  upon  the  elm,  you  know  I cut 
! your  name, — - [mine  the  same ; 

lYour  sweetheart’s  just  beneath  it,  Tom,— and  you  did 
Some  heartless  wretch  hath  peel’d  the  bark — ’twas 
dying  sure,  but  slow,  [ago. 

I Just  as  the  one  whose  name  we  cut,  died  twenty  year  s 
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My  eyelids  had  been  dry,  Tom,  but  tears  come  in  m 
eyes,  [ties 

I thought  of  her  I loved  so  well — those  early  broke 
I visited  the  old  churchyard,  and  took  some  flowers  t 
strew  [ag( 

Upon  the  graves  of  those  we  loved  some  twenty  year 

And  some  are  in  the  churchyard  laid — some  sleep  bf 
neath  the  sea, 

But  few  are  left  of  all  our  class,  excepting  you  and  me 
And  when  our  time  shall  come,  Tom,  and  we  are  call’ 
to  go, 

I hope  they’ll  lay  us  where  we  play’d  just  twent 
years  ago.  Anonymous. 


: 


LOST  IN  THE  WOODS. 


Before  the  discovery  of  gold  at  Vancouver’s  Island 
when  the  only  European  residents  were  confined  withii 
the  quadrangle  of  a wooden  fort,  or,  more  properl; 
speaking,  a stockade,  I was  on  one  occasion  very  nearl; 
perishing  in  the  woods  of  that  beautiful  island.  Th< 
abundance  of  game  of  all  sorts,  and  my  own  love  o 
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a;  adventure,  tempted  me  to  set  out  alone,  thereby  hoping 
$ So  have  a better  chance  of  securing  a deer  than  if  ac- 
ei  ^ompanied  by  a comrade.  I started  for  a small  stream 
t Running  into  Esquimalt  harbor,  where  the  Indians  had 
it  informed  me  the  animals  came  at  daybreak  to  drink, 
it  [ soon  found  myself  following  a trail,  which  I believed 
fed  to  the  desired  spot : of  this,  however,  I gradually 
18  became  doubtful,  as  the  ground  began  to  rise,  and  the 
irail  grew  less  distinct  as  I advanced.  The  grand 
iej  trunks  of  pine  trees,  towering  far  above  the  rest  of  the 
corest,  and  the  thick  dark  foliage  they  supported,  im- 
pressed my  mind  with  that  indescribable  feeling  of  awe 
if  which  we  experience  in  the  broad  silent  desert  or  the 
Derfect  calm  at  sea.  I had  seen  no  traces  of  deer,  and 
he  only  sounds  which  had  met  my  ear  were  the  sharp 
lapping  of  the  large  woodpecker  and  the  flapping 
vings  of  the  pigeons.  The  stems  of  the  trees  were 
darkened  by  the  action  of  fire,  and  in  many  places 
iome  giant  trunk,  felled  by  the  wintry  gales,  lay  across 

I ay  path.  I toiled  onward,  but  without  finding  the 
tream  for  which  I was  in  search.  The  sun  was  high 
n the  heavens,  and  all  chance  of  reaching  the  drink- 
ng  place  of  the  deer  in  time  to  meet  them  was  at  an 


nd. 

After  taking  a biscuit  from  my  pocket  and  a sip 
rom  my  flask,  I turned  to  retrace  my  steps ; but  in 
his  I was  even  less  successful,  for  the  trail  I had  fol- 
owed  appeared  to  be  growing  less  distinct,  and  branched 
ff  in  several  directions.  Hearing  a rustling  sound  in 
he  underwood,  I stood  quite  still ; and  presently,  to 
ay  delight,  I detected  the  head  of  a deer,  about  two 
undred  paces  in  front  of  me.  I raised  my  gun  and 
ired,  when  the  animal  gave  a bound,  and,  as  I fancied, 
ell. 

Without  thinking  of  the  trail,  I ran  forward  until  I 
eached  the  exact  spot  at  which  the  creature  was  when 
pulled  the  trigger,  but  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen  ; 
pon  the  leaves,  however,  there  were  traces  of  blood, 
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which  I followed,  hoping  soon  to  come  up  with  th 
wounded  buck.  The  difficulty  of  tracing  the  bloo< 
upon  the  ground  became  greater,  and  at  length  I wa 
compelled  to  stop  and  again  try  to  find  my  way  baci 
After  many  fruitless  attempts,  I was  forced  to  give  uj 
and  sit  quietly  down  to  think  as  to  my  wisest  cours( 
The  usual  expedients  by  which  the  Indians  regain  th 
lost  trail  were  at  that  time  unknown  to  me,  and  havin' 
no  compass,  or  any  knowledge  of  the  trend  of  the  coas 
line,  I was  uncertain  in  which  direction  to  proceed, 
had  no  watch,  and  was  therefore  compelled  to  guess  th 
hour,  by  which  means  alone  I could  determine  my  posi 
tion  by  the  sun,  as  it  was  impossible  to  obtain  a sigt 
of  the  sun’s  disk.  My  scanty  stock  of  biscuit  was  es 
hausted,  and  the  difficulty  of  struggling  through  th 
scrub  had  wearied  me,  so  that  I fancied  it  would  l 
wiser  to  remain  where  I was  until  I could  determin 
my  course  by  the  sunset : then  I knew  that  by  trave! 
ling  westward  I must  reach  the  coast.  A wolf  cam 
near  me  while  seated  upon  a fallen  tree,  but  I fade 
to  obtain  a shot  at  him,  and  soon  heard  his  unpleasai 
howl  far  away  in  the  forest. 

As  soon  as  the  twilight  commenced,  I began  to  thin 
the  night  would  prove  the  most  uncomfortable  part  < 
my  adventure ; so,  to  relieve  the  gloom,  I kindled 
fire,  and  collected  all  the  dry  wood  I could  lay  my  han 
on,  previously  choosing  a bare  spot  of  open  grounc 
where  there  could  be  no  fear  of  the  forest  taking  fir< 
Sleep  was  out  of  the  question,  for  as  soon  as  darknes 
set  in,  I could  hear  the  various  predacious  animals  bus 
in  the  distance,  and  occasionally  the  light  would  fa 
upon  the  shining  eyeballs  of  a wolf  or  bear,  several  ( 
which  were  bold  enough  to  approach  so  near  that 
could  see  their  forms  distinctly.  One  gaunt  old  wo 
drew  so  close  to  me  that  I could  see  the  glistening  < 
his  ugly  fangs,  and  perceive  that  his  skin  hung  loosel 
upon  his  bones.  Several  times  this  brute  endeavore 
to  summon  courage  to  face  the  flames,  but  a burnin 
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\\  ipiece  of  wood  thrown  at  him  sent  him  howling  back 
iinto  the  gloom.  Nothing  daunted,  he  returned  to  the 
m ,attack  whenever  the  flames  died  away,  until  I put  an 
id  end  to  his  intrusion  by  sending  a ball  through  his 
it}  chest. 

is  At  the  report  of  my  gun,  the  whole  of  the  forest 
tl  jseemed  alive  ; birds,  bats,  and  animals  of  every  descrip- 
tor ition,  added  their  sounds  to  the  unearthly  screaming  of 
1 jthe  stricken  wolf.  Although  I had  collected  a large 
, 'stock  of  wood  before  nightfall,  yet  keeping  three  fires 
I burning,  between  which  I placed  myself,  soon  dimin- 
osi  ashed  my  supply,  and  made  me  impatiently  long  for 
igl  jthe  morning ; added  to  this,  I now  began  to  suffer  from 
a great  thirst,  not  having  been  able  to  find  any  water 
tl  from  the  time  of  my  leaving  for  the  woods.  As  the 
l Isun  gradually  threw  its  beams  high  into  the  heavens, 
i !the  excitement  of  the  nocturnal  feeders  grew  less,  and 
ve  jat  sunrise  I found  myself  alone  once  more.  After 
i casting  a careful  glance  around  on  every  side,  I stepped 
ils  from  my  lodging  in  quest  of  the  wolf  I had  shot.  To 
iji  my  surprise,  not  a trace  of  the  carcass  was  to  be  found. 

I had  no  doubt  he  was  killed  by  my  ball,  from  the 
]D  iquiet  way  in  which  he  lay  for  an  hour  or  two  after- 
t(  (wards ; he  must  therefore  have  been  carried  off  by  his 
tl  jcomrad.es. 

o ; Directly  the  sun  showed,  I turned  my  back  to  it, 
m and  pushed  my  way  through  the  underwood,  having 
Si,  previously  reloaded  my  double-barrelled  gun.  The 
$ further  I went  the  thicker  the  tangled  shrub  became, 
n |My  thirst  was  increasing,  and  my  want  of  rest  did  not 
fa  (improve  my  condition.  For  hours  I toiled  on,  yet 
[ ( never  seemed  to  find  the  trace  of  human  beings.  Some- 
Itimes  I went  through  gigantic  ferns,  where  it  was  quite 
jo  Impossible  to  steer  my  course,  as,  once  amongst  them, 
ji  (everything  else  was  hidden,  they  rising  many  feet  above 
sol  my  head.  I could  hear  the  deer  push  through  them, 
it  I occasionally  fired  at  a squirrel  or  a bird,  in  the  hope 
:Lr  jthat  the  report  of  my  piece  might  reach  a stray  Indian, 
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and  thus  bring  me  help.  Another  night  at  length 
stared  me  in  the  face.  I searched  for  berries,  but  s 
could  find  none,  and  water  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  t 
The  ground  and  wood  were  parched  and  dry.  I was  i 
so  exhausted  that  it  was  with  difficulty  I could  make  s 
a fire ; nothing  but  the  stimulus  which  the  idea  of  a t 
prowling  wolf,  or  the  loud  sniffing  of  the  black  bear,  e 
gave  to  my  fears,  induced  me  to  exert  myself.  s 

Towards  the  morning  I noticed  a thickness  in  the  5 
air,  coming  up  with  the  wind,  and  soon  perceived  the  h 
smell  of  smoke  to  windward  of  my  fires.  At  first  I ] 
hoped  it  was  some  party  sent  to  search  for  me,  and  i 
therefore  discharged  one  barrel  of  my  gun.  What  was  11 
my  horror,  however,  while  listening  for  an  answer  to  i 
it,  when  I heard  the  crackling  of  sticks  and  the  roar  of  i 
flames  ! The  forest  was  on  fire.  In  my  fear  I rushed 
madly  forward  away  from  the  flames,  but  they  were 
evidently  fast  overtaking  me ; and  past  me  on  every  i 
side  galloped  deer,  wolves,  and  bears,  while  birds  of 
various  kinds  flew  before  the  clouds  of  pursuing  smoke. 
In  the  horror  of  the  moment  my  thirst  was  forgotten  ; 
the  two  dreadful  nights  I had  passed  were  obliterated 
from  my  memory,  and  I struggled  on,  exerting  all  my 
remaining  strength.  As  I burst  through  a dense 
growth  of  ferns  I observed  an  Indian  lad  running,  not 
away  from  the  fire,  but  across  it.  I shouted,  and  the 
boy  beckoned.  In  a moment  it  occurred  to  me  that 
my  only  chance  of  safety  was  to  follow  the  lad.  Throw- 
ing my  gun  and  powder  away,  I gave  chase,  and  not- 
withstanding his  fleetness  managed  to  keep  him  in 
sight.  Every  nerve  was  strained,  every  sense  on  the 
alert,  for  already  I could  feel  the  heat  from  the  roar- 
ing flame.  Onward  I staggered,  the  smoke  now 
blinding  me,  and  the  oppression  being  so  great  that  I 
felt  my  efforts  must  soon  terminate.  Still,  I fancied 
through  the  distant  trees  I could  see  the  fire  gleam 
upon  the  sea.  From  this  time  I know  no  more,  for  I 
reeled  forward  and  fell  to  the  ground. 
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i When  I recovered  myself  I was  lying  upon  the  sea- 

ii  shore,  close  to  the  water,  with  several  Indians  squat- 
i,  ting  by  my  side.  As  I recovered,  I became  aware  of 
s my  hair  having  been  burnt,  and  my  clothes  very  much 
e scorched.  It  appears  that  the  Indian  boy  told  two  of 
a his  tribe  that  I was  following  him,  whereupon  they  had 
r,  jsntered  the  forest  in  time  to  see  me  fall,  and  had  at 

great  peril  dragged  me  after  them  to  a place  of  safety, 
e These  men  proved  to  be  Indians  of  a friendly  tribe, 
e tadio  had  been  despatched  in  search  of  me,  upon  the 
I jpromise  of  some  twenty  blankets  if  they  brought  me 
i n alive.  They  started  the  morning  after  I failed  to 
s return,  and  had  followed  my  trail  as  far  as  the  first 
o night-fires,  but  could  not  proceed,  the,  underwood  hav- 
ing caught  light  from  them  ; and  so  they  were  obliged 
to  take  to  the  coast,  where  they  providentially  met  with 
the  boy,  who  stated  my  being  close  at  hand ; and  thus 
my  life  was  saved  when  lost  in  the  Vancouver  Island 
woods.  — Leisure  Hour. 


t THE  FOREST  FIRE. 

The  huge  forests  of  North  America  are  being  gradually 
destroyed  by  the  woodman’s  axe,  and  still  more  rapidly 
by  the  fires  that  break  out  in  them  and  destroy  the 
trees  for  many  miles.  These  fires  break  out  from 

Eifferent  causes ; sometimes  lightning  strikes  a dry  tree, 
ometimes  a spark  from  a pipe  falls  on  the  dry  grass, 
r a heap  of  brushwood  being  set  on  fire  to  clear  it  away, 
kindles  the  grass  near,  and  the  mischief  is  done.  The 
undergrowth  of  the  forest  feeds  the  flames.  They 
mount  the  fir-trees,  which  have  turpentine  in  them,  and 
burn  easily.  The  fire  leaps  from  tree  to  tree ; wild 
janimals  fly  when  they  hear  its  roar.  The  poor  back- 
woodsman leaves  his  home  and  fields,  and  carries  off 
his  wife  and  children  to  seek  safety.  As  the  fire  passes 
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on,  it  leaves  behind  it  black  smoking  ground,  with  bare 
trunks  like  charcoal  rising  up  from  it : a most  dreary 
scene  where  lately  all  was  green  and  fertile.  No  ono 
who  has  not  seen  them  can  form  an  idea  of  the  terrible 
grandeur  of  these  fires.  The  clouds  of  smoke  obscure 
the  brightness  of  a noonday  sun,  and  darken  the 
country ; they  suffocate  those  whom  they  overtake  with 
their  hot  breath.  To  see  the  forked  tongues  of  flame 
leaping  forward  as  if  seeking  more  food,  and  to  hear 
their  roar  as  of  a hungry  monster  calling  for  its  prey, 
is  to  hear  and  see  what  will  never  be  forgotten. 

The  best  way  to  stop  the  fire  is  to  set  fire  to  some  piece 
of  grass  or  brush  in  front  of  it,  that  when  it  reaches  it 
the  flames  may  die  out  for  want  of  food ; but  this  is  not 
easily  done.  The  fire  will  dart  across  a wide  space  of 
clear  ground,  and  begin  burning  on  the  other  side  be- 
fore you  are  aware  of  it.  A very  broad  river  will  some- 
times stop  it,  but  in  other  cases  it  has  been  known  to 
cross  over  and  burn  for  miles  on  the  other  side.  One 
fire  of  this  kind,  some  years  ago,  burned  a hundred  and 
forty  miles  of  country  on  each  side  of  a large  river,  and 
this  fire  was  more  than  sixty  miles  in  breadth.  It  is 
supposed  that  five  hundred  human  beings  lost  their 
lives  in  it.  One  poor  woodman  had  just  built  his  log- 
hut,  and  was  beginning  to  cut  timber,  when  the  fire 
broke  out.  He  was  told  of  it  by  some  of  his  men  who 
had  passed  through  the  wood  to  bring  him  food,  but 
he  thought  nothing  of  it,  till  one  of  them,  leaving  the 
hut  for  a minute,  came  back  hastily  with  the  news  that 
the  fire  was  a bad  one,  and  within  a mile  of  the  hut. 
They  instantly  looked  out,  and  as  far  as  they  could  see, 
there  was  nothing  but  fire  waving  high  above  the  forest, 
Its  roar,  like  that  of  a huge  furnace,  was  broken  in 
upon  from  time  to  time  by  the  crash  bf  falling  trees. 

Not  a moment  was  to  be  lost.  "Without  staying  to 
save  anything,  they  ran  to  a small  stream  a little  waj 
off.  Some  of  them  thought  this  would  be  a sufficient 
check  to  the  flames,  and  so  contented  themselves  wit! 
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its  grossing  it,  and  going  a short  distance  down  its  opposite 
17  >ank  to  a spot  which  they  had  partially  cleared.  The 
lit  voodman,  however,  felt  sure  the  fire  wouM  soon  leap 
ii  !uch  a narrow  stream,  and  resolved  to  stay  in  the  water 
in  mtil  the  fearful  enemy  had  passed  by.  He  waded  into 
b jt  up  to  his  shoulders,  and  stood  under  an  overhanging 
itl  pank  to  await  his  fate. 

1 The  flames  advanced,  burning  up  all  before  them, 
sat  ind  filling  the  sky  with  a fearful  glare.  Their  hot 
iy  }>reath  almost  stifled  the  poor  trembling  man  in  the 
iver.  Another  minute,  and  the  trees  overhead  were 
IK  flight,  and  he  was  obliged  to  plunge  his  head  under 
lii  yater  and  keep  it  there  as  long  as  he  could.  When  he 
io!  vas  able  once  more  to  stand  erect,  the  flames  were  still 
oi  ‘aging  on  before  him,  while  behind  were  glowing  trunks 
is.  loon  to  die  out  for  want  of  fuel.  It  was  hours  before 
ft  le  could  leave  his  refuge  with  safety ; but  at  last  he 
ti  jnanaged  to  escape  from  the  ruined  neighborhood 
ni  Sappily,  he  had  some  food  lying  in  a cellar  which  had 
nl  Lot  been  injured,  and  this  kept  him  from  starving  till 
nl  fie  got  beyond  the  blackened  country.  His  companions 
is  yere  lost  in  the  forest. 

eii  j On  one  occasion  a man’s  life  was  saved  by  one  of 
g these  fires  in  a remarkable  way.  He  had  been  riding 
in  tbout  the  prairie  in  search  of  a camp  in  which  his 
lit  lomrades  were  expecting  him,  and  had  more  than  once 
nil  lost  his  way.  At  last  he  came  within  sight  of  the 
b pamping-ground,  and  spurred  his  horse  forward,  pleased 
it1  o think  he  should  soon  be  among  his  friends, 
lit  No  comrades  were  there  to  greet  him;  no  living 
et  thing  was  to  be  seen.  The  dead  body  of  an  Indian  lay 
A Across  the  extinguished  fire,  and  all  around  were  the 
in  narks  of  a deadly  struggle.  It  was  evident  that  the 
i,  pamp  had  been  attacked  by  the  savages,  and  his  friends 
t lad  been  carried  off.  He  followed  in  their  tracks,  and 
aj  ibout  a mile  off,  coming  to  a rising-ground,  he  saw 

felow  a large  party  of  Indians  camped  upon  the  plain, 
'hey  saw  him  too,  and  he  turned  his  horse’s  head,  and 
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rode  for  his  life.  To  make  matters  worse,  they  wer 
mounted  on  his  friends’  horses,  which  he  well  kne\ 
were  as  good  as  his  own.  He  turned  to  the  wood  fo 
shelter,  and  the  savages  came  yelling  behind  him.  Hi 
horse  was  already  weary,  and  there  was  little  chance  o 
his  escaping,  until  near  at  hand  rising  clouds  of  smok 
told  him  that  the  forest  was  on  fire.  If  he  could  dasl 
through  the  flaming  woods  he  was  safe.  No  India] 
would  dare  to  follow  him  there.  At  once  he  spurre< 
forward  to  meet  the  fire.  The  smoke  half  suffocate* 
him.  He  sprung  from  his  horse,  tore  up  his  blanket 
bound  one  piece  over  his  horse’s  eyes,  and  with  th 
other  loosely  covered  his  own  face.  This  he  kne\ 
would  keep  out  the  thickest  smoke,  while  its  coars 
texture  let  iu  air  enough  to  sustain  life  for  a short  tirnt 
Thus  muffled  he  mounted  again,  and  as  the  warwhoo 
of  his  fierce  enemies  sounded  nearer,  he  spurred  hi 
poor  beast  into  the  fire.  Scorching,  crackling,  blazin 
as  it  was,  he  went  through  it  for  a few  short  moment 
of  agony,  and  then  found  himself  in  the  clear  sweet  ai 
beyond.  The  blazing  wood  was  passed,  and  tearin 
away  their  bandages,  horse  and  rider  were  safe.  Grea 
was  the  triumph  of  the  Indians  as  they  saw  them  das 
into  the  flame,  for  they  felt  sure  both  had  perishet 
They  were,  indeed,  half  dead  with  the  heat  aud  th 
thirst  it  created,  but  soon  they  reached  a river,  an 
horse  and  rider  both  plunged  gladly  into  its  cool  water; 
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THE  SOLITUDE  OF  ALEXANDER  SELKIRK 

I am  monarch  of  all  I survey ; 

My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute ; 

From  the  centre  all  round  to  the  sea, 

I am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 

0 Solitude ! where  are  the,  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face  ? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 

1 am  out  of  humanity’s  reach, 

I must  finish  my  journey  alone. 

Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech ; 

I start  at.  the  sound  of  my  own. 

The  beasts  that  roam  over  the  plain 
My  form  with  indifference  see ; 

They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man. 

Their  tameness  is  shocking  to  me. 

Society,  friendship,  and  love 
; Divinely  bestow’d  upon  man, 

1 Oh  had  I the  wings  of  a dove 

How  soon  would  I taste  you  again ! 

My  sorrows  I then  might  assuage 
In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth. 

Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  cheer’d  by  the  sallies  of  youth. 

Ye  winds  that  have  made  me  your  sport, 
Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 
Of  a land  I shall  visit  no  more : 

My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  send 
A wish  or  a thought  after  me  % 

| Oh  tell  me  I yet  have  a friend, 

I Though  a friend  I am  never  to  see. 


o 
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How  fleet  is  a glance  of  the  mind ! 

Compared  with  the  speed  of  its  flight. 

The  tempest  itself  lags  behind, 

And  the  swift  wing’d  arrows  of  light. 

When  I think  of  my  own  native  land. 

In  a moment  I seem  to  be  there ; 

But  alas ! recollection  at  hand 
Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair. 

But  the  sea  fowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair ; 

Even  here  is  a season  of  rest, 

And  I to  my  cabin  repair. 

There’s  mercy  in  every  place. 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 

Gives  even  affliction  a grace, 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 

— W.  CowPEa. 


A HUDSON  BAY  STORE. 

The  store  or  shop  at  a Hudson  Bay  trading-post  is  i i 
most  interesting  and  curious  place.  To  the  Indian  ii 
especially,  it  is  a sort  of  enchanted  chamber,  out  o L 
which  can  be  obtained  everything  known  under  the  sun 
As  there  can  be  only  one  shop  or  store  at  a trading  L 
post,  it  follows  that  that  shop  must  contain  a fer  b 
articles  out  of  almost  every  other  style  of  shop  in  th 
world.  Accordingly,  you  will  find  collected  within  th 
four  walls  of  that  little  room,  knives  and  guns  fron 
Sheffield,  cotton  webs  from  Manchester,  grindstone 
from  Newcastle,  tobacco  from  Virginia,  and  every  sor  c 
of  thing  from  I know  not  where  all ! You  can  buy  to 
blanket  or  a file,  an  axe  or  a pair  of  trousers,  a noun  I 
of  sugar  or  a barrel  of  nails,  a roll  of  tobacco  or  a ti  it 
kettle,  nearly  every  thing,  in  short,  that  a man  can  think  c K 
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or  desire.  And  you  can  buy  it,  too,  without  money ! 
Indeed,  you  must  buy  it  without  money,  for  there  is 
jiot  such  a thing  as  money  in  the  land. 

The  trade  is  carried  on  entirely  by  barter,  or  exchange. 
The  Indian  gives  the  trader  his  furs,  and  the  trader 
dves  him  his  goods.  In  order  to  make  the  exchange 
fair  and  equitable,  however,  everything  is  rated  by  a 
Certain  standard  of  value,  which  is  called  a made-beaver 
n one  part  of  the  country,  a castore  in  another, 
i The  first  man  that  stepped  forward  to  the  counter 
kras  a chief.  A big,  coarse-looking,  disagreeable  man, 
out  a first-rate  hunter.  He  had  two  wives  in  conse- 
quence of  his  abilities,  and  the  favorite  wife  now  stood 
it  his  elbow  to  prompt,  perhaps  to  caution,  him.  He 
hrew  down  a huge  pack  of  furs,  which  the  trader 
ipened,  and  examined  with  care,  fixing  the  price  of 
ach  skin,  and  marking  it  down  with  a piece  of  chalk 
the  counter  as  he  went  along. 

There  were  two  splendid  black  bear-skins,  two  or 
ee  dozen  martens,  or  sables,  five  or  six  black  foxes, 
1 a great  many  silver  foxes,  besides  cross  and  red 
;s.  In  addition  to  these,  he  had  a number  of  minks 
1 beaver-skins,  a few  otters,  and  sundry  other  furs, 
ides  a few  buffalo  and  deer-skins,  dressed,  and  with 
hair  scraped  off.  These  last  skins  are  used  for  mak- 
; winter  coats,  and  also  moccasins  for  the  feet. 

After  all  had  been  examined  and  valued,  the  whole 


ided  to  the  chief — each  stick  representing  a castore ; 
that  he  knew  exactly  how  much  he  was  worth,  and 


First  he  gazed  earnestly  at  a huge  thick  blanket,  then 
counted  his  sticks,  and  considered.  Perhaps  the 
mory  of  the  cold  blasts  of  winter  crossed  his  mind, 
he  quickly  asked  how  many  castores  it  was  worth, 
e trader  told  him.  The  proper  number  of  pieces  of 


s summed  up,  and  a number  of  pieces  of  stick  were 


iceeded  to  choose  accordingly. 


a wick  were  laid  down,  and  the  blanket  was  handed  over. 
Jit ext  a gun  attracted  his  eye.  The  guns  sent  out  for 
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the  Indian  trade  are  very  cheap  ones,  with  blue  barrels 
and  red  stocks.  They  shoot  pretty  well,  but  are  rather 
apt  to  burst.  Indeed  this  fate  had  befallen  the  chief's 
last  gun,  so  he  resolved  to  have  another,  and  bought  it. 
Then  he  looked  earnestly  for  some  time  at  a tin  kettle. 
Boiled  meat  was  evidently  in  his  mind , but  at  this 
point  his  squaw  plucked  him  by  the  sleeve.  She 
whispered  in  his  ear.  A touch  of  generosity  seemed 
to  come  over  him,  for  he  pointed  to  a web  of  bright 
scarlet  cloth.  A yard  of  this  was  measured  off,  and 
handed  to  his  spouse,  whose  happiness  for  the  moment 
was  complete — for  squaws  in  Rupert's  Land,  like  the 
fair  sex  in  England,  are  uncommonly  fond  of  finery. 

As  the  chief  proceeded,  he  became  more  cautious  aud 
slow  in  his  choice.  Finery  tempted  him  on  the  one 
hand,  necessaries  pressed  him  on  the  other,  and  at  tliis 
point  the  trader  stepped  in  to  help  him  to  decide  ; he 
recommended,  warned,  and  advised.  Twine  was  to  be 
got  for  nets  and  fishing-lines,  powder  and  shot,  axes 
for  cutting  his  winter  fire-wood,  cloth  for  his  own  and 
his  wives’  leggings,  knives,  tobacco,  needles,  and  an  end- 
less variety  of  things,  which  gradually  lessened  his  little 
pile  of  sticks,  until  at  last  he  reached  the  sticking-point 
when  all  his  sticks  were  gone. 

“Now,  Darkeye,  (that  was  the  chief’s  name.)  you’ve 
come  to  the  end  at  last,  and  a good  thing  you  have 
made  of  it  this  year,”  said  Mr  Grant  in  the  Indiai 
language.  “ Have  you  got  all  you  want  ? ” 

“ Darkeye  wants  bullets,”  said  the  chief. 

“ Ah  ! to  be  sure.  You  shall  have  a lot  of  these  fo 
nothing,  and  some  tobacco  too,”  said  the  trader,  hand 
ing  the  gifts  to  the  Indian. 

A look  of  satisfaction  lighted  up  the  chief's  counte 
nance  as  he  reoeived  the  gifts,  and  made  way  for  an 
other  Indian  to  open  and  display  his  pack  of  furs. 

— R.  M.  Ballast yne. 
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J^he  next  turn  in  the  river  revealed  a large  waterfall, 
ip  which  it  was  impossible  to  paddle,  so  they  prepared 
;o  make  a portage.  Before  arriving  at  the  foot  of  it, 
lowever,  Jasper  landed  Hey  wood,  to  enable  him  to 
nake  a sketch,  and  then  the  two  men  shoved  off,  and 
>roceeded  to  the  foot  of  the  fall. 

They  were  lying  there  in  an  eddy,  considering  where 
ras  the  best  spot  to  land,  when  a loud  shout  drew 
heir  attention  towards  the  rushing  water.  Immedi- 
ately after,  a boat  was  seen  to  hover  for  a moment  on 
e brink  of  the  waterfall.  This  fall,  although  about 
n or  fifteen  feet  high,  had  such  a large  body  of  water 
shing  over  it,  that  the  river,  instead  of  falling  straight 
own,  gushed  over  in  a steep  incline.  Down  this  in- 
ine  the  boat  now  darted  with  the  speed  of  lightning, 
[it  was  full  of  men,  two  of  whom  stood  erect,  the  one 
the  bow,  the  other  in  the  stern,  to  control  the 
ovements  of  the  boat. 
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For  a few  seconds  there  was  deep  silence.  The  men 
held  their  breath  as  the  boat  leaped  along  with  the 
boiling  flood.  There  was  a ourling  white  wave  at  the 
foot  of  the  fall.  The  boat  cut  through  this  like  a 
knife,  drenching  her  crew  with  spray.  Next  moment 
she  swept  round  into  the  eddy  where  the  canoe  was 
floating,  and  the  men  gave  vent  to  a loud  cheer  of 
satisfaction  at  having  run  the  fall  in  safety. 

But  this  was  not  the  end  of  that  exciting  scene. 
Scarcely  had  they  gained  the  land,  when  another  boat 
appeared  on  the  crest  of  the  fall.  Again  a shout  was 
given  and  a dash  made.  For  one  moment  there  was 
a struggle  with  the  raging  flood,  and  then  a loud  cheer 
as  the  second  boat  swept  into  the  eddy  in  safety.  Then 
a third  and  a fourth  boat  went  through  the  same  opera- 
tion, and  before  the  end  of  a quarter  of  an  hour,  six 
boats  ran  the  fall.  The  bay  at  the  foot  of  it,  which 
had  been  so  quiet  and  solitary  when  Jasper  and  his 
friends  arrived,  became  the  scene  of  the  wildest  con- 
fusion and  noise,  as  the  men  ran  about  with  tremen- 
dous activity,  making  preparations  to  spend  the  night 
there. 

Some  hauled  might  and  main  at  the  boats  ; some 
carried  up  the  provisions,  frying-pans,  and  kettles; 
others  cut  down  dry  trees  with  their  axes,  and  cut  them 
up  into  logs  from  five  to  six  feet  long  and  as  thick  as 
a man’s  thigh.  These  were  intended  for  six  great  fires, 
each  boat’s  crew  requiring  a fire  to  themselves. 

While  this  was  going  on,  the  principal  guides  and 
steersmen  crowded  round  our  three  travellers,  and  plied 
them  with  questions ; for  it  was  so  unusual  to  meet 
with  strangers  in  that  far-otf  wilderness,  that  a chance 
meeting  of  this  kind  was  regarded  as  quite  an  import- 
ant event. 

“You’re  bound  for  York  Fort,  no  doubt,”  said  Jasper, 
addressing  a tall  handsome  man  of  between  forty  and 
fifty,  who  was  the  principal  guide. 

“ Ay,  that ’s  the  end  of  our  journey.  You  see  we  're 
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iking  our  furs  down  to  the  coast.  Have  you  some 
tom  York  Fort,  friend?” 

[ “No,  I've  come  all  the  way  from  Canada,”  said 
iasper,  who  thereupon  gave  them  a short  account  of 
is  voyage. 

! “Well,  Jasper,  you’ll  spend  the  night  with  us,  won’t 
ou?”  said  the  guide, 
i “ That  will  I,  right  gladly.” 

; “ Come,  then,  I see  the  fires  are  beginning  to  burn. 
Ve  may  as  well  have  a pipe  and  a chat  while  supper 
3 getting  ready.” 

! The  night  was  now  closing  in,  and  the  scene  in  the 
prest,  when  the  camp-fires  began  to  blaze,  was  one  of 
le  most  stirring  and  romantic  sights  that  could  be 
witnessed  in  that  land.  The  men  of  the  brigade  were 
bme  of  them  French-Canadians,  some  natives  of  the 
Orkney  Islands,  who  had  been  hired  and  sent  out  there 
jy  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company,  others  were  half-breeds, 
nd  a few  were  pure  Indians.  They  were  all  dressed 
i what  is  called  voyageur  costume — coats  or  capotes 
f blue  or  gray  cloth,  with  hoods  to  come  over  their 
leads  at  night,  and  fastened  round  their  waists  with 
;arlet  worsted  belts ; corduroy  or  gray  trousers,  gar- 
bed outside  at  the  knees,  moccasins,  and  caps.  But 
lost  of  them  threw  off  their  coats,  and  appeared  in 
lue  and  red  striped  cotton  shirts,  which  were  open  at 
be  throat,  exposing  their  broad,  sun-burned,  hairy 
bests.  There  was  variety,  too,  in  the  caps — some 
i ad  Scotch  bonnets,  others  red  nightcaps,  a few  had 
d [ill  hats,  ornamented  with  gold  and  silver  cords  and 
ie  kssels,  and  a good  many  wore  no  covering  at  all  except 
,ci  leir  own  thickly-matted  hair.  Their  faces  were  burned 
[I  p every  shade  of  red,  brown,  and  black,  from  constant 
sposure,  and  they  were  strong  as  lions,  wild  as  zebras, 
a nd  frolicsome  as  kittens ! 

Ei  i It  was  no  wonder,  then,  that  Heywood  got  into  an 
extraordinary  state  of  excitement  and  delight  as  he 
’j  eheld  these  wild  fine-looking  men  smoking  their  pipes 
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and  cooking  their  suppers,  sitting,  lying,  and  standing 
talking,  and  singing,  and  laughing,  with  teeth  glisten 
ing  and  eyes  glittering  in  the  red  blaze  of  the  fires— 
each  of  which  fires  was  big  enough  to  have  roasted  s 
whole  ox ! 

The  kettles  were  soon  steaming.  These  hung  fron 
tripods  erected  over  the  fires.  Their  contents  wen  b 
flour  and  pemican,  made  into  a thick  soup  called  Eub  p 
biboo.  p) 

As  pemican  is  a kind  of  food  but  little  known  ii  p 
this  country,  I may  as  well  describe  how  it  is  made  p 
In  the  first  place,  it  consists  of  buffalo  meat.  Th  p 
great  plains,  or  prairies,  of  America,  which  are  lib  [ii 
huge  downs  or  commons  hundreds  of  miles  in  extent 
afford  grass  sufficient  to  support  countless  herds  o 
deer,  wild  horses,  and  bisons.  The  bisons  are  calle< 
by  the  people  there  buffaloes.  The  buffalo  is  some  p 
what  like  an  enormous  ox,  but  its  hind  quarters  ar  [■: 
smaller  and  its  fore  quarters  much  larger  than  thos  p 
of  the  ox.  Its  hair  is  long  and  shaggy,  particular!  p 
about  the  neck  and  shoulders,  where  it  becomes  almos  p 
a mane.  Its  horns  are  thick  and  short,  and  its  loo]  I 
is  very  ferocious,  but  it  is  in  reality  a timid  creature  li 
and  will  only  turn  to  attack  man  when  it  is  bar  I 
pressed  and  cannot  escape.  Its  flesh  is  first-rate  fo  p 
food,  even  better  than  beef,  and  there  is  a large  hum  li 
on  its  shoulder  which  is  considered  the  best  part  of  th  i 
animal. 

Such  is  the  bison,  or  buffalo,  from  which  pemican  i I 
made. 

When  a man  wishes  to  make  a bag  of  pemican,  h p 
first  of  all  kills  a buffalo — not  an  easy  thing  to  do  b p 
any  means,  for  the  buffalo  runs  welL  Having  kill© 
him,  he  skins  him  and  cuts  up  the  meat — also  a diffi 
cult  thing  to  do,  especially  if  one  is  not  used  to  tha 
sort  of  work.  Then  he  cuts  the  meat  into  thin  layers 
and  hangs  it  up  to  diy.  Dried  meat  will  keep  for . 
long  time.  It  is  packed  up  in  bales  and  sent  abou 
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it  country  to  be  used  as  food.  The  next  thing  to  be 
>ne  is  to  make  a bag  of  the  raw  hide  of  the  buffalo, 
lis  is  done  with  a glover’s  needle,  the  raw  sinews  of 
|Jie  animal  being  used  instead  of  thread.  The  bag  is 
ually  about  three  feet  long,  and  eighteen  inches 
oad,  and  the  hair  is  left  on  the  outside  of  it.  A 
pge  pot  is  now  put  on  the  fire,  and  the  fat  of  the 
iiffalo  is  melted  down.  Then  the  dried  meat  is 
bunded  between  two  stones,  until  it  is  torn  and  broken 
jp  into  shreds,  after  which  it  is  put  into  the  bag,  the 
elted  fat  is  poured  over  it,  and  the  whole  is  well 
Ijiixed.  The  last  operation  is  to  sew  up  the  mouth  of 
pie  bag  and  leave  it  to  cool,  after  which  the  pemican 
ready  for  use. 

In  this  state  a bag  of  pemican  will  keep  fresh  and 
od  for  years.  When  the  search  was  going  on  in  the 
far  regions  for  the  lost  ships  of  Sir  John  Franklin, 
e of  the  parties  hid  some  pemican  in  the  ground,  bi- 
nding to  return  and  take  it  up.  They  returned  home, 
wever,  another  way.  Five  years  later  some  travellers 
iscovered  this  pemican,  and  it  was  found,  at  that 
me,  to  be  fit  for  food.  Pemican  is  extensively  used 
roughout  Eupert’s  Land,  especially  during  summer, 
r at  that  season  the  brigades  of  boats  start  from 
undreds  of  inland  trading-posts  to  take  the  furs  to 
e coast  for  shipment  to  England,  and  pemican  is 
und  to  be  not  only  the  best  food  for  these  hard- 
orking  men,  but  exceedingly  convenient  to  carry. 
Supper  finished,  the  wild-looking  fellows  of  this 
rigade  took  to  their  pipes,  and  threw  fresh  logs  on 
e fires,  which  roared  and  crackled  and  shot  up  their 
rked  tongues  of  flame,  as  if  they  wished  to  devour 
e forest.  Then  the  song  and  the  story  went  round, 
d men  told  of  terrible  fights  with  the  red  men  of  the 
airies,  and.  desperate  encounters  with  grizzly  bears 
the  Eocky  Mountains,  and  narrow  escapes  among 
e rapids  and  falls,  until  the  night  was  half  spent, 
hen,  one  by  one,  each  man  wrapped  himself  in  his 
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blanket,  stretched  himself  on  the  ground  with  his  feet 
towards  the  fire,  and  his  head  pillowed  on  a coat  or  a 
heap  of  brushwood,  and  went  to  sleep. 

With  the  first  peep  of  dawn  the  guide  arose.  Ie 
ten  minutes  after  his  first  shout  the  whole  camp  was 
astir.  The  men  yawned  a good  deal  at  first  anc 
grumbled  a little,  and  stretched  themselves  violently 
and  yawned  again.  But  soon  they  shook  off  laziness 
and  sprang  to  their  work.  Pots,  pans,  kettles,  an<3 
pemican  bags  were  tossed  into  the  boats,  and  in  th< 
course  of  half-an-hour  they  were  ready  to  continue  tfai 
voyage. 

— R M.  Ballantyne. 


WINTER  IN  THE  ARCTIC  REGIONS. 

Winter  in  the  Polar  regions  extends  over  eight  month 
of  the  year — from  September  to  May.  But  so  mud 
of  ice  and  snow  remains  there  all  the  summer,  tha 
winter  can  scarcely  be  said  to  quit  those  regions  at  all 
It  is  difficult  to  imagine  what  the  Arctic  winter  is 
We  cannot  properly  understand  the  tremendous  diffi 
culties  and  sufferings  that  men  who  go  to  the  Pola 
seas  have  to  fight  against.  Let  the  reader  think  of  th 
following  facts,  and  see  if  he  does  not  draw  his  chai 
closer  to  the  fire  and  feel  thankful  that  he  has  no 
been  born  an  Esquimaux,  and  is  not  an  Arctic  seaman 
Winter  within  the  Arctic  circle,  as  I have  said, 
fully  eight  months  long.  During  that  time  the  land 
covered  with  snow  many  feet  deep,  and  the  sea  wit 
ice  of  all  degrees  of  thickness — from  vast  fields  of  te 
or  fifteen  feet  thick  to  bergs  the  size  of  islands  an 
mountains — all  frozen  into  one  solid  mass. 

There  is  no  sunlight  there,  night  or  day,  for  thrt 
out  of  these  eight  winter  months,  and  there  is  not  muc 
during  the  remaining  five.  In  summer  there  is  pei 
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fcual  sunlight,  all  night  as  well  as  all  day  for  about 
o months, — for  many  weeks  the  sun  never  descends 
low  the  horizon.  It  is  seen  every  day  and  every 
?ht  sweeping  a complete  circle  in  the  bright  blue 
y.  Having  been  so  free  of  his  light  in  summer,  the 
ti  seems  to  think  he  has  a right  to  absent  himself  in 
nter,  for  the  three  months  of  darkness  that  I have 
oken  of  are  not  months  of  'partial  but  of  total  dark- 

S-s — as  far  at  least  as  the  sun  is  concerned.  The 
on  and  stars  and  the  “ Northern  Lights”  do  indeed 
re  their  light  when  the  fogs  and  clouds  will  allow 
3m ; but  no  one  will  say  that  these  make  up  for  the 
sence  of  the  sun. 

Then  the  frost  is  so  intense  that  everything  freezes 
id  except  pure  spirits  of  wine.  Unless  you  have 
idied  the  thermometer  you  cannot  understand  the 
ensity  of  this  frost ; but  for  the  sake  of  those  who 
know  something  about  extreme  cold,  I give  here  a 
v facts  that  were  noted  down  during  the  winter  that 
r story  tells  of. 

On  the  10th  of  September  these  ice-bound  voyagers 
eighteen  degrees  of  frost,  and  the  darkness  had 
anced  on  them  so  rapidly  that  it  was  dark  about  ten 
night.  By  the  1st  of  October  the  ice  round  the  brig 
,s  a foot  and  a half  thick.  Up  to  this  time  they  had 
t white  hares  on  the  island,  and  the  hunting  parties 
,t  crossed  the  ice  to  the  mainland,  shot  deer  and 
|isk  oxen,  and  caught  white  foxes  in  traps.  Gulls 
other  birds,  too,  had  continued  to  fly  round  them ; 
t most  of  these  went  away  to  seek  warmer  regions 
ther  south.  Walrus  and  seals  did  not  leave  so  soon, 
ey  remained  as  long  as  there  was  any  open  water 
t at  sea.  The  last  birds  that  left  them  (and  the  first 
t returned  in  spring)  were  the  “ snow-birds  ” — little 
atures  about  the  size  of  a sparrow,  almost  white, 
th  a few  brown  feathers  here  and  there.  The  last 
these  fled  from  the  darkening  winter  on  the  7th 
vember,  and  did  not  return  until  the  1st  of  the  follow™ 
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iug  May.  When  they  left,  it  was  dark  almost  all  cL 
The  thermometer  could  scarcely  be  read  at  noon,  a 
the  stars  were  visible  during  the  day.  From  this  tii 
forward  thick  darkness  set  in,  and  the  cold  becai 
intense.  The  thermometer  fell  below  zero,  and  afi 
that  they  never  saw  it  above  that  point  for  mont 
together ; 20,  30,  and  40  degrees  below,  were  comm 
temperatures.  The  ice  around  them  was  ten  ft 
thick.  On  the  1st  of  December  noon  was  so  dark  tl 
they  could  not  see  fifty  yards  ahead,  and  on  the  15 
the  fingers  could  not  be  counted  a foot  from  the  ey 
The  thermometer  stood  at  40°  below  zero. 

The  darkness  could  not  now  become  greater,  but  t 
cold  still  continued  to  grow  more  intense.  It  almt 
doubled  in  severity.  In  January  it  fell  to  67°  belt 
zero ! So  great  was  this  cold  that  the  men  felt  it 
pelled  to  breathe  guardedly.  The  breath  issued  fro 
their  mouths  in  white  clouds  of  steam,  and  instant 
settled  on  their  beards  and  whiskers  in  hoar  frost, 
the  cabin  of  the  Hope  they  had  the  utmost  difficulty 
keeping  themselves  moderately  warm  at  this  time. 

Things  had  now  reached  their  worst,  and  by  sl< 
degrees  matters  began  to  mend.  On  the  22d  of  Ja 
nary  the  first  faint  sign  of  returning  day  appeared- 
just  a blue  glimmer  on  the  horizon.  By  the  middle 
February  the  light  tipped  the  tops  of  the  mountains  < 
shore,  and  the  highest  peaks  of  the  icebergs  on  the  sc 
and  on  the  1st  of  March  it  bathed  the  deck  of  tl 
Hope.  Then  the  long-imprisoned  crew  began  to  fe 
that  spring  was  really  coming.  But  there  was  litt 
heat  in  the  sun’s  rays  at  first,  and  it  was  not  till  tl 
month  of  May  that  the  ice  out  at  sea  broke  up,  ai 
summer  could  be  said  to  have  begun. 

During  all  this  long  winter — during  all  these  woi 
derful  changes,  our  Arctic  voyagers  had  a hard  fight  i 
order  to  keep  themselves  alive.  Their  life  was  a coi 
stant  struggle.  They  had  to  fight  the  bears  and  tl 
walrus ; to  resist  the  cold  and  the  darkness ; to  guai 
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tinst  treachery  from  the  natives ; and  to  suffer  pains, 
kness,  and  trials,  such  as  seldom  fall  to  the  lot  of 
n in  ordinary  climates.  — E.  M.  Ballantyne. 


THE  AECTIC  EEGIONS. 

Up  ! up ! let  us  a voyage  take. 

Why  sit  we  here  at  ease  ? 

Find  us  a vessel,  tight  and  snug, 

Bound  for  the  Northern  Seas. 

I long  to  see  the  Northern  Lights, 

With  their  rushing  splendors  fly. 

Like  living  things  with  flaming  wings, 
Across  the  sunless  sky. 

I long  to  see  those  icebergs  vast. 

With  heads  all  crown’d  with  snow ; 

Whose  green  roots  sleep  in  the  awful  deep, 
Two  hundred  fathoms  low. 

There  shall  we*  see  the  fierce  white  bear. 
The  sleepy  seals  aground, 

And  the  spouting  whales  that  to  and  fro 
Sail  with  a dreary  sound. 

We’ll  pass  the  shores  of  solemn  pine, 
Where  wolves  and  black  bears  prowl. 

And  away  to  the  rocky  isles  of  mist, 

To  rouse  the  northern  fowl. 

And  there  in  wastes  of  the  silent  sky. 
With  silent  earth  below, 

We  shall  see  far  off  to  his  lonely  rock 
The  lonely  eagle  go. 

We ’ve  visited  the  northern  clime, 

Its  isles  and  ice'bound  main ; 

So  now  let  us  back  to  a dearer  land— 

To  Britain  back  again. 
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LOSS  OF  THE  « LADY  ELGIN/' 


Few  catastrophes  have  taken  place  more  serious  i 
their  nature  than  that  caused  by  the  loss  of  this  il 
fated  vessel — not  tossed  upon  the  billows  of  the  Atlai 
tic,  nor  striking  on  some  iron-bound  shore — but  ove 
come  by  the  concussion  of  a lesser  vessel,  as,  with  4C 
passengers  on  board,  bent  upon  an  excursion  froi 
Chicago  to  Lake  Superior,  she  sank  a helpless  ai 
ruined  craft  beneath  the  surface  of  Lake  Michiga; 
The  number  of  passengers  on  board  much  overpasse 
the  amount  of  sleeping  accommodation  to  be  found  i 
the  steamer ; — consequently,  unthinking  of  danger,  tl 
larger  proportion  of  them  resolved  on  passing  tl 
night  with  songs,  music,  and  dancing.  The  saloc 
continued  to  be  lighted  up ; the  gay  groups  indulge 
in  merriment ; ever  and  anon  a lady’s  voice  was  heal 
giving  forth  the  notes  of  some  familiar  air,  and  fe 
swept  swiftly  round  in  the  mazy  dance.  All  withi 
was  enjoyment,  harmless  in  itself,  but  soon  to  presei 
an  awful  contrast  to  the  scene  without. 
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It  began  to  blow  bard,  and  there  was  a squall ; but 
3 dashing  of  the  waves  and  howling  of  the  winds  for 
dme  only  added  zest  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  scene 
thin  the  vessel.  Soon,  however,  peril  was  at  hand, 
hen  it  was  half-past  two  in  the  morning  the  dance 
11  went  on — -the  strains  of  music  were  still  heard, 
.t,  just  at  this  time,  a schooner,  the  Augusta,  scudded 
ir;  the  captain  of  which  vessel  stated  afterwards 
it  he  had  descried  the  steamer’s  lights  at  about  half- 
nile’s  distance,  as  he  then  considered,  but  when,  in 
it,  the  Augusta  was  almost  close  upon  the  broadside 

Ithe  Lady  Elgin.  The  helm  of  the  Augusta  was 
ued  hard  a-port,  but  it  was  too  late,  and  the  fatal 
ur  had  come.  There  was  a fearful  crash — the 
looner’s  bow  cutting  in  the  steamer’s  bow,  close  by 
e of  the  paddle-boxes.  For  a moment  the  Augusta 
named  wedged  into  the  side  of  the  steamer,  but  got 
\e,  on  which  the  captain  of  the  Lady  Elgin  made  all 
3ed  to  get  one  of  her  boats  lowered,  in  order  to  ascer- 
jn  the  extent  of  the  injury.  But — as  has  too  fre- 
ently  happened  in  similar  cases — no  proper  supervi- 
n seems  to  have  been  exercised  over  any  of  the  boats 
imected  with  the  vessel.  That  which  was  manned 
is  provided  with  but  a single  oar,  and  was,  conse- 
ently,  useless;  the  waves,  while  vain  efforts  were 
dig  made  to  remedy  this  deficiency,  nearly  driving  it 
I pieces  against  the  vessel’s  side,  while  it  ultimately 
[fted  upon  an  island  not  far  distant  from  the  spot 
nre  the  disaster  had  occurred. 

While  this  was  going  on,  it  was,  after  much  search 
jd  confusion,  ascertained  that  the  hole  in  the  side  of 
j Lady  Elgin  lay  too  deep  to  admit  of  being  reached, 
e water  was,  consequently,  pouring  in.  An  attempt 
flde  to  heel  her  over  was  vain,  though  a large  amount 
U cattle,  numbering  not  far  from  200,  were  now  thrown 
[lerboard  by  order  of  the  captain. 

JfcRapidly  as  these  incidents  may  be  told,  the  carrying 
jit  of  the  requisite  evolutions  demanded  much  time. 


224; 


THIED  BOOK  OP  READING  LESSONS. 


Two  other  boats,  launched  as  soon  as  possible,  remain? 
in  connection  with  the  steamer,  the  passengers  bein 
meanwhile  advised  to  provide  themselves  with  life-pn 
servers,  of  which  there  seems  to  have  been  a store  c 
board.  The  life-preservers  had  been,  however,  as  litt 
attended  to  as  the  boats.  They  had  either  been  spoile 
or  were  improperly  fitted  on,  and,  amidst  the  huri 
and  alarm,  though  the  current  had  set  in  right  towar< 
the  island  already  mentioned,  only  but  few  of  tho; 
who  adopted  this  help  to  escape  succeeded  in  reachii 
the  shore. 

About  a quarter  of  an  hour  after  the  collision,  ar 
presenting  a parallel  to  the  case  of  the  Royal  Charte 
the  engines  fell  through  the  bottom.  The  immedia 
consequence  of  this  was,  that  the  hull  began  rapidly 
sink,  the  hurricane  deck  alone  continuing  to  float,  i 
which  many  had  clung  as  their  last  place  of  refug 
Soon,  however,  this  deck  became  split  up  into  five  frai 
ments,  the  waves  washing  over  it,  and  engulfing  all  wl 
had  sought  refuge  upon  it — among  others  the  capta 
of  the  steamer.  Of  the  two  remaining  boats  which  In 
been  launched  one  contained  thirteen  persons,  all 
whom  were  safely  got  on  land ; the  second  contain? 
only  eight  persons,  half  of  whom  were  swept  away  l 
the  hurricane  and  squall. 

The  melancholy  event  was  described  by  one  of  tl 
subordinate  officers  connected  with  the  Lady  Elgi 
whose  account,  as  it  has  been  to  a great  extent  alreac 
anticipated,  we  now  abridge : — 

« The  schooner  collided  with  the  steamer  when  st 
was  about  thirty-five  miles  from  Chicago,  and  te 
miles  from  land.  When  the  collision  occurred  the: 
was  music  and  dancing  going  forward  in  the  princip 
cabin.  Immediately  after  the  crash  of  the  collisic 
both  ceased,  and  the  steamer  sank  half  an  hour  afte 
Passing  through  the  cabins  I saw  the*  ladies  pal 
motionless,  and  silent.  There  was  no  cry,  no  shriek  o 
hoard  ; no  sound  of  any  kind  but  that  of  the  escapin 
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(team  and  surging  waves.  Whether  the  ladies  were 
ilent  from  fear,  or  were  not  aware  of  the  imminent 
}a.te  which  they  stood  quietly  awaiting,  I could  not 
ay.”  Four  of  those  who  were  on  board  the  boat  last 
t aentioned  in  this  narrative  were  drowned  near  the 
leach,  as  the  boat  drifted  onwards  to  it.  The  engines 
ad  entirely  ceased  to  work  before  this  narrator  left 
he  steamer,  the  rush  of  water  through  the  leak  having 
uite  extinguished  the  fires.  The  wind  was  blowing  a 
erce  gale.  The  boats,  the  fragments  of  the  wreck, 
nd  the  bodies  of  the  drowned,  were  being  driven  up 
lie  lake. 

At  least  330  persons  perished  by  this  unlooked-for 
ualty.  Among  these  was  one  notable  in  the  annals 
f commercial  England — -Mr  Herbert  Ingram,  the  pro- 
ctor and  proprietor  of  the  Illustrated  London  Hews , 
|nd  M.P.  for  Boston,  who,  with  his  son,  a youth  of 
bout  fifteen  years  of  age,  were  passengers. 

- — Perils  and  Adventures  on  the  Deep . 


THE  PILOT. 


pilot,  Tis  a fearful  night, —there ’s  danger  on  the 
deep ; 

’ll  come  and^pace  the  deck  with  thee, —I  do  not  dare 
to  sleep. 

o down  ! the  sailor  cried,  go  down ; this  is  ho  place 
for  thee 

ear  not;  but  trust  in  Providence,  wherever  thou  mayst 
be. 

h ! pilot,  dangers  often  met  we  all  are  apt  to  slight, 
nd  thou  hast  known  these  raging  waves  but  to  subdue 
their  might. 

jl  t is  not  apathy,  he  cried,  that  gives  this  strength  to  me  : 
ear  not;  but  trust  in  Providence,  wherever  thou  mayst 
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On  such  a night  the  sea  engulfed  my  father’s  lifeles 
form  ; 

My  only  brother’s  boat  went  down  in  just  so  wild  ; 
storm. 

And  such  perhaps  may  be  my  fate ; but  still  I say  t 
thee, 

Fear  not;  but  trust  in  Providence,  wherever  thou  mays 
be.  — Haynes  Bayley. 


THE  PINE-TREE  SHILLING. 

Captain  John  Hull  was  the  mint-master  of  Mass 
chusetts,  and  coined  all  the  money  that  was  made.  H 
was  a new  line  of  business  ; for,  in  the  earlier  days  < 
the  colony,  the  current  coinage  consisted  of  the  go] 
and  silver  money  of  England,  Portugal,  and  Spai 
These  coins  being  scarce,  the  people  were  often  fora 
to  barter  their  commodities  instead  of  selling  thei 
Por  instance,  if  a man  wanted  to  buy  a coat,  he  e: 
changed  a bear-skin  for  it ; if  he  wished  for  a barrel’ 
molasses,  he  might  purchase  it  for  a pile  of  pine  boart 
Musket  bullets  were  used  instead  of  farthings.  Tl 
Indians  had  a sort  of  money  called  wampum,  win 
was  made  of  clam  shells ; and  this  strange  sort 
specie  was  likewise  taken  in  payment  of  debt  by  En 
lish  settlers.  Bank-bills  had  never  been  heard  i 
There  was  not  money  enough  of  any  kind,  in  ma' 
parts  of  the  country,  to  pay  their  ministers ; so  til 
they  had  sometimes  to  take  quintals  of  fish,  bushels 
corn,  or  cords  of  wood,  instead  of  silver  and  gold. 

As  the  people  grew  more  numerous,  and  their  tra 
with  one  another  increased,  the  want  of  current  7non 
was  still  more  sensibly  felt.  To  supply  the  demai 
the  general  court  passed  a law  for  establishing  a coins 
of  shillings,  sixpences,  and  threepences.  Captain  H 
was  appointed  to  manufacture  this  money,  and  was 
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lave  about  one  shilling  out  of  every  twenty  to  pay  him 
or  his  trouble  in  making  them. 

j Hereupon  all  the  old  silver  in  the  colony  was  handed 
>ver  to  Captain  John  Hull.  The  battered  silver  cans 
aid  tankards,  I suppose,  and  silver  buckles,  and  broken 
boons,  and  silver  hilts  of  swords  that  had  figured  at 
ourt, — all  such  curious  old  articles  were  doubtless 
jhrown  into  the  melting-pot  together.  But  by  far  the 
greater  part  of  the  silver  consisted  of  bullion  from  the 
nines  of  South  America,  which  the  English  buccaneers 
who  were  little  better  than  pirates)  had  taken  from  the 
Spaniards  and  brought  to  Massachusetts. 

All  this  old  and  new  silver  being  melted  down  and 
oined,  the  result  was  an  immense  amount  of  splendid 
hillings,  sixpences,  and  threepences.  Each  had  the 
^ate  of  1652  on  the  one  side  and  the  figure  of  a pine- 
iree  on  the  other  side.  Hence  they  were  called ' pine- 
ree  shillings.  And  for  every  twenty  shillings  that  he 
nined,  you  will  remember,  Captain  John  Hull  was 
ntitled  to  put  one  shilling  in  his  own  pocket.  The 
nagistrates  soon  began  to  suspect  that  the  mint-master 
vould  have  the  best  of  the  bargain.  They  offered  him 
, large  sum  of  money  if  he  would  give  up  that  twen- 
;ieth  shilling  which  he  was  continually  dropping  into 
iis  pocket.  But  Captain  Hull  declared  that  he  was 
lerfectly  satisfied  with  the  shilling.  And  well  he  might 
ie  ; for  so  diligently  did  he  labor,  that  in  a few  years 
iis  pockets,  his  money-bag,  and  his  strong-box  were 
verflowing  with  pine-tree  shillings.  This  was  pro- 
bably the  case  when  he  came  into  possession  of  his 
;randfather’s  chair ; and,  as  he  had  worked  so  hard  at 
he  mint,  it  was  certainly  proper  that  he  should  have 

comfortable  chair  to  rest  himself  on. 

When  the  mint-master  -was  grown  very  rich,  a young 
nan,  Samuel  Sewell  by  name,  came  courting  his  only 
laughter.  His  daughter — whose  name  I do  not  know, 
fut  we  will  call  her  Betsy — was  a fine,  hearty  damsel, 
>y  no  means  so  slender  as  some  youngs  ladies  of  our 
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own  day.  On  the  contrary,  having  always  fed  heartil 
on  pumpkin-pies,  dough-nuts,  Indian  puddings,  an 
other  Puritan  dainties,  she  was  as  round  and  plum 
as  a pudding.  With  this  round;  rosy  Miss  Betsy  di 
Samuel  Sewell  fall  in  love.  As  he  was  a young  rna 
of  good  character,  industrious  in  his  business,  and- 
member  of  the  Church,  the  mint-master  very  readil 
gave  his  consent. 

“ Yes,  you  may  take  her,”  said  he  in  his  rough  way 
“and  you  will  find  her  a heavy  burden  enough.” 

On  the  wedding  day  we  may  suppose  that  hone* 
John  Hull  dressed  himself  in  a plain  coat,  all  the  bul 
tons  of  which  were  made  of  pine-tree  shillings.  Th 
buttons  of  his  waistcoat  were  sixpences  ; and  the  kna 
of  his  small-clothes  were  buttoned  with  silver  thra 
pences.  Thus  attired,  he  sat  with  great  dignity  in  hi 
grandfather’s  chair ; and,  being  a portly  old  gentlemai 
he  completely  filled  it  from  elbow  to  elbow.  On  th 
opposite  side  of  the  room,  between  her  bridesmaids,  s. 
Miss  Betsy.  She  was  blushing  with  all  her  might,  an 
looked  like  a full-blown  .peony,  a great  red  apple,  t 
any  other  round  and  scarlet  object. 

There,  too,  was  the  bridegroom,  dressed  in  a fii 
purple  coat  and  gold-lace  waistcoat,  with  as  muc 
other  finery  as  the  Puritan  laws  and  customs  woul 
allow  him  to  put  on.  His  hair  was  cropt  close  to  h 
head,  because  Governor  Edincott  had  forbidden  an 
man  to  wear  it  below  his  ears.  But  he  was  a vei 
personable  young  man  ; and  so  thought  the  bride! 
maids  and  Miss  Betsy  herself. 

The  mint-master  was  also  pleased  with  his  new  sol 
in-law,  especially  as  he  had  said  nothing  at  all  abot 
her  portion.  So  when  the  marriage  ceremony  wt 
over,  Captain  Hull  whispered  a word  or  two  to  h 
men-servants,  who  immediately  went  out,  and  soo 
returned  lugging  in  a large  pair  of  scales.  They  wet 
such  a pair  as  wholesale  merchants  use  for  weighing 
a bulky  commodity  was  now  to  be  weighed  in  them. 
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“ Daughter  Betsy/'  said  the  mint-master,  “go  into 
le  side  of  the  scales.9* 

j Miss  Betsy — or  Mrs  Sewell,  as  we  must  now  call  her 
-did  as  she  was  bid,  like  a dutiful  child,  without  any 
nestion  of  a why  or'  wherefore.  But  what  her  father 
)uld  mean,  unless  to  make  her  husband  pay  for  her 
jr  the  pound,  (in  which  case  she  would  have  been  a 
lar  bargain,)  she  bad  not  the  least  idea. 

■ “ And  now,”  said  honest  John  Hull  to  his  servants, 
bring  that  box  hither.” 

The  box  to  which  the  mint-master  pointed  was  a 
ige,  square,  iron-bound  oaken  chest ; it  was  big 
lough,  my  children,  for  all  four  of  you  to  play  hide- 
ld-seek  in. 

The  servants  tugged  with  might  and  main,  but  could 
it  lift  this  enormous  receptacle,  and  were  finally 
pliged  to  drag  it  across  the  floor. 

| Captain  Hull  then  took  a key  out  of  his  girdle,  un- 
cked  the  chest,  and  lifted  the  ponderous  lid.  Behold ! 
was  full  to  the  brim  of  bright  pine-tree  shillings, 
esh  from  the  mint,  and  Samuel  Sewell  began  to  think 
lat  his  father-in-law  had  got  possession  of  all  the 
foney  in  Massachusetts  treasury.  But  it  was  the 
lint-master’s  honest  share  of  the  coinage. 

Then  the  servants,  at  Captain  Hull’s  command, 
paped  double  handfuls  of  shillings  into  one  side  of 
Le  scales,  while  Betsy  remained  on  the  other.  Jingle, 
ngle  went  the  shillings,  as  handful  after  handful  were 
irown  in,  till,  plump  and  ponderous  as  she  was,  they 
eighed  the  young  lady  from  the  floor. 

“ There,  son  Sewell,”  cried  the  honest  mint-master, 
turning  his  seat  in  his  grandfather’s  chair,  “ take  these 
fillings  for  my  daughter’s  portion.  Use  her  kindly, 
id  thank  Heaven  for  her ; for  it  is  not  every  wife 
lat ’s  worth  her  weight  in  silver !” 
j The  children  laughed  heartily  at  this  legend,  and 
ould  hardly  be  convinced  but  grandfather  had  made 
> out  of  his  own  head.  He  assured  them  faithfully. 
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however,  that  he  had  found  it  in  the  pages  of  a grave 
historian,  and  merely  had  tried  to  tell  it  in  a somewhat 
funnier  style. 

“ Well,  grandfather/’  remarked  Clara,  “ if  wedding- 
portions  now-a-days  were  paid  as  Miss  Betsy’s  was, 
young  ladies  would  not  pride  themselves  upon  an  airy 
figure,  as  many  of  them  do.” 

— Sharpe's  London  Magazine. 


THE  SLEIGH-BELLS. 

’TlS  merry  to  hear,  at  evening  time, 

By  the  blazing  hearth  the  sleigh-bells’ chime  ; 
To  know  the  bounding  steeds  bring  near 
The  loved  one  to  our  bosoms  dear. 

Ah,  lightly  we  spring  the  fire  to  raise, 

Till  the  rafters  glow  with  the  ruddy  blaze; 
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Those  merry  sleigh-bells,  our  hearts  keep  time 
Responsive  to  their  fairy  chime. 

Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  o’er  vale  and  hill. 

Their  welcome  notes  are  trembling  still. 

’Tis  he ! and  blithely  the  gay  bells  sound, 

As  glides  his  sleigh  o’er  the  frozen  ground ; 

Hark ! he  has  pass’d  the  dark  pine  wood. 

He  crosses  now  the  ice-bound  flood, 

And  hails  the  light  at  the  open  door 
That  tells  his  toilsome  journey’s  o’er. 

The  merry  sleigh-bells ! My  fond  heart  swells 
And  throbs  to  hear  the  welcome  bells  ; 
Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  o’er  ice  and  snow, 

A voice  of  gladness,  on  they  go. 

Our  hut  is  small,  and  rude  our  cheer. 

But  love  has  spread  the  banquet  here ; 

And  childhood  springs  to  be  caress’d 
By  our  beloved  and  welcome  guest. 

With  a smiling  brow  his  tale  he  tells. 

The  urchins  ring  the  merry  sleigh-bells ; 

The  merry  sleigh-bells,  with  shout  and  song 
They  drag  the  noisy  string  along ; 

Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  the  father ’s  come. 

The  gay  bells  ring  his  welcome  home. 

From  the  cedar-swamp  the  gaunt  wolves  howl, 
From  the  oak  loud  whoops  the  felon  owl ; 

The  snow-storm  sweeps  in  thunder  past, 

The  forest  creaks  beneath  the  blast ; 

No  more  I list,  with  boding  fear, 

The  sleigh-bells’  distant  chime  to  hear. 

The  merry  sleigh-bells,  with  soothing  power 
Shed  gladness  on  the  evening  hour. 

Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  what  rapture  swells 
The  music  of  those  joyous  bells. 

— -Mrs  Moodie. 
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AN  ACADIAN  HEROINE. 

By  the  treaty  of  St  Germains  in  1632,  Charles  I 
resigned  all  his  claims  upon  Acadia  and  Canada  tt 
the  French,  thus  inaugurating  a state  of  things  whici 
led  to  much  bloodshed  and  misery  in  subsequent  years 
The  large  province  of  Acadia  comprised  the  whole  o 
Nova  Scotia  and  New  Brunswick,  extending  to  the 
British  colonies  in  New  England.  The  governmeu 
of  this  extensive  province  was  divided  between  tw< 
Frenchmen  of  very  opposite  interests,  Charles  Etienne 
La  Tour,  and  Daubrb  de  Charnise.  Each  of  thesi 
men  was  anxious  to  secure  the  supremacy  in  the 
country,  and  to  expel  the  other  from  his  possessions 
After  several  encounters,  in  which  Charnisk  was  worsted 
La  Tour  visited  Boston  in  order  to  gain  such  assist 
ance  from  the  colonists  as  might  enable  him  complete! 
to  crush  his  rival.  In  the  meantime,  the  affairs  of  hi 
province  were  managed  by  his  wife,  Madame  La  Tour 
who  made  her  headquarters  at  a fort  on  the  St  Join 
Eiver.  This  fort  was  strongly  built  of  stone,  and  con 
tained  two  stone  houses,  a chapel,  and  a magazine 
with  a small  court  of  guard,  and  wooden  outhouses  fo 
cattle.  Upon  the  ramparts  of  the  fort  were  mountet 
some  twenty  pieces  of  cannon,  mostly  of  iron,  and  tin 
garrison  consisted  of  a mere  handful  of  La  Tour’ 
devoted  followers.  In  this  fort  Madame  La  Ton 
remained,  waiting  the  return  of  her  husband. 

Charnisk,  you  may  be  sure,  was  only  too  glad  of  tb 
opportunity  thus  afforded  him  by  the  absence  of  L; 
Tour  to  avenge  himself  upon  his  hated  rival.  Collect 
ing  his  forces  at  Penobscot,  he  embarked  with  them  it 
a frigate,  and  set  sail  for  the  St  John  River.  Arriving 
opposite  the  fort,  he  sent  a haughty  summons  to  hi 
lady  antagonist  to  surrender  unconditionally,  with  al 
her  garrison,  stores,  and  ammunition.  This  insolen 
demand  met  with  an  indiguaut  refusal,  and  Cbarnisi 
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imediately  began  to  bombard  the  fort.  Nothing 
lunted,  the  heroic  lady  ordered  her  feeble  garrison 
j bring  the  guns  of  the  fort  to  bear  upon  the  frigate, 
id  herself  superintended  all  the  means  of  defence, 
ae  ship’s  guns  of  those  days  were  not  so  formidable 
j the  Armstrong  cannon  of  our  own  times,  so  that, 
>or  as  the  fortifications  were,  they  resisted  the  force 
the  frigate’s  fire.  Now  and  then  a stone  would  be 
locked  out  of  its  place,  and  a heavy  ball  come  crash- 
g through  the  shingled  roofs  of  the  buildings ; bub 
e little  garrison-  was  under  good  cover,  and  their 
Ivoted  mistress,  moving  from  place  to  place,  with  the 
eatest  coolness  and  intrepidity,  inspired  them  with  a 
nilar  courage  and  contempt  of  danger.  Skilfully 
ey  pointed  every  rusty  iron  gun,  and  carefully  de- 
fered  their  fire  against  the  wooden  walls  of  the  enemy, 
leaking  in  bulwarks,  cutting  away  masts  and  spars, 
d dismounting  the  guns  at  the  port-holes.  The 
gate  at  last  became  unmanageable,  owing  to  the 
juries  she  had  sustained  from  the  fire  of  the  fort; 
r guns  could  not  be  brought  to  bear  upon  the  garri- 
n ; twenty  of  Charnise’s  men  lay  dead  upon  the 
cks,  and  as  many  wounded  gunners  were  crying  for 
lief.  The  commander  of  the  expedition,  full  of  rage 
d disappointment,  at  length  reluctantly  gave  orders 
: an  ignominious  retreat.  By  dint  of  warping,  the 
gate  was  got  out  of  range  of  the  enemy’s  guns,  and, 
ter  undergoing  the  necessary  repairs,  returned  to 
snobscot. 

Here  we  should  be  glad  if  our  story  ended,  but, 
fortunately,  there  is  a darker  part  of  it  yet  to  come, 
e cannot  do  better  than  give  it  in  the  words  of 
aliburton  : — “ The  time  had  now  arrived  for  the  ter- 
nation  of  this  contest.  Charnise,  seizing  the  oppor- 
nity  which  the  absence  of  La  Tour  with  a number 
! his  men  again  offered  to  him,  sailed  up  the  river  St 
hn,  and  laid  siege  to  his  fort,  which,  he  had  reason 
hope,  from  the  weakness  of  the  garrison,  would  fall 
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an  easy  prey.  Madame  La  Tour,  though  left  with  only 
a handful  of  men,  was  resolved  to  defend  the  place  to 
the  last  extremity,  a determination  which  she  main- 
tained with  so  much  spirit,  during  the  three  first  days 
of  the  attack,  that  the  besiegers  removed  to  a greater 
distance  ; but,  on  the  fourth,  which  was  Easter  Sunday, 
she  was  betrayed  by  a mutinous  Swiss,  whom  the  enemy 
had  found  means  to  bribe  to  their  interest.  This  unto- 
ward event  did  not,  however,  intimidate  her,  and  when 
she  found  that  Charnise  had  mounted  the  wall,  she 
ascended  at  the  head  of  her  little  garrison  to  contest 
the  possession  of  it  with  him. 

“Charnise,  who  supposed,  from  their  vigorous  de- 
fence, that  the  number  of  the  soldiers  must  have  been 
greater  than  he  had  been  led  to  believe,  dreaded  the 
idea  of  being  twice  repulsed  by  a female,  and  proposed 
a capitulation,  which  Madame  La  Tour  accepted,  to 
save  the  lives  of  the  few  brave  men  who  had  defended 
the  place  against  such  a superior  force.  He  had,  how- 
ever, hardly  entered  the  fort,  ere  he  repented  having 
signed  a formal  treaty  with  a woman,  who  had  no  othei 
resources  for  defending  the  place  than  her  own  courage. 
Pretending  to  have  been  deceived  in  the  terms  of  the 
capitulation,  he  held  himself  absolved  from  the  observ- 
ance of  them  all,  and  immediately  hanged  the  survivors 
with  the  exception  of  one  to  whom  he  granted  an  ex- 
emption, on  condition  of  his  becoming  the  executionei 
of  his  comrades.  Not  satisfied  with  this  act  of  bar- 
barity, he  compelled  Madame  La  Tour  to  witness  this 
tragical  and  inhuman  scene,  and,  in  order  to  degrade  ; 
spirit  he  could  not  subdue,  and  to  give  her  the  appear- 
ance of  a reprieved  criminal,  he  forced  her  to  appeal 
at  the  gallows  with  a halter  round  her  neck. 

“ The  violent  and  unusual  exertions  which  Madam 
La  Tour  had  made,  the  dreadful  fate  of  her  householi 
and  followers,  aud  the  total  wreck  of  her  fortune,  lia< 
such  a powerful  effect  upon  her  health  that  she  diet 
soon  after  this  event.” 
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i A few  years  later,  in  1651,  Charnise  died,  and  La 
to  'our  returned  from  his  exile,  and  took  possession  of 
he  territory  he  had  lost.  Strange  to  say,  he  filled  the 
lace  of  his  noble  lady  with  the  widow  of  the  bitter 
tot  faemy  who  had  been  the  cause  of  her  death.  After 
ij,  jiany  vicissitudes  of  fortune,  La  Tour  was  confirmed 
ttj  l his  possessions  by  Oliver  Cromwell,  when  the  English 
to-  gain  conquered  Acadia;  but,  fearing  for  the  future, 
iffl  je  disposed  of  his  rights  for  a considerable  sum  of 
to  loney,  and  left  the  scene  of  his  many  trials  and  mis- 
fit >rtunes.  — Campbell’s  Third  Reader. 
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THE  TAKING  OF  LOUISBURG. 

tilt 

3fi  )n  the  19th  of  February  1758,  a magnificent  fleet 
to  ailed  from  Portsmouth,  which  carried  out  General 
lej  ^.mherst,  and  an  army  of  10,000  men.  It  was  long 
§ etained  by  contrary  winds,  and  after  a stormy  passage 
ini  sached  Halifax  on  the  28th  of  May,  where  BoscaweiTs 
Id  eet  was  met  coming  out  of  the  harbor,  the  gallant 
ijf  qmiral  being  weary  of  inaction.  At  dawn,  on  the  2d 
tii  if  June,  the  entire  armament,  embracing  22  ships  of 
in  le  line,  15  frigates,  120  smaller  vessels,  and  11,600 
01S  :oops,  arrived  off  Louisburg.  Amherst  indulged  in 
ef  3e  hope  that  he  would  be  able  to  surprise  its  garrison, 
mi  nd  issued  orders  for  the  silent  landing  of  the  troops, 
i >ut  for  six  days  a rough  sea,  and  the  heavy  surf  which 
t|j  roke  upon  the  rugged  beach,  rendered  a disembarka- 
le,  ion  impossible.  During  this  interval  the  French  toiled 
;m  light  and  day  to  strengthen  their  position,  and  fired 
jet  poo  the  ships  at  every  opportunity. 

! On  the  evening  of  the  7th  the  wind  lulled,  the  fog 
HU  leared  off,  and  the  heavy  sea  gradually  subsided,  but  a 
jo)  (iolent  surf  still  continued  to  break  on  the  beach.  On 
I:  he  following  morning,  just  before  daylight,  three  divi- 
jj  jions  of  boats  received  the  troops  ; at  dawn  Commodore 
purell  examined  the  shore,  and  reported  a landing  to 


236 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


be  practicable.  Seven  frigates  now  opened  fire- to  cove  ^ 
the  advance  to  land.  In  a few  minutes  afterwards,  th  M 
left  division,  led  by  Brigadier  Wolfe,  began  to  row  ii  I® 
shore,  and  was  speedily  followed  by  Whitmore  anc  S® 
Lawrence,  with  their  brigades,  while  the  small  vessel 
were  sent  past  the  mouth  of  the  harbor,  to  distrao  p 
the  attention  of  the  enemy,  and  induce  them  to  divid  p 
their  force.  ! Foi 

The  left  division  was  the  first  to  reach  the  beach,  a p 
a point  about  four  miles  from  the  town.  Wolfe  wouli  W 
not  allow  a shot  to  be  fired,  stimulated?  the  rowers  t* 
fresh  exertions,  and  on  coming  to  shoal  water,  boldlj 
jumped  out  into  the  sea  to  lead  on  his  men.  The  Trend 
stood  firm,  and  reserved  their  fire  till  their  assailant 
were  close  to  land.  Then,  as  the  boats  rose  on  the  las 
swell,  which  brought  them  into  the  surf,  they  poure< 
in  a close  and  deadly  volley  from  every  gun  and  muske 
they  could  bring  to  bear.  Wolfe’s  flag-staff  was  shiveret 
by  a bar-shot ; many  soldiers  were  killed  ; several  boat 
were  wrecked  by  the  surf ; but  still  he  cheered  on  hi 
men,  who  had  not  yet  returned  a shot,  and  in  a fev 
minutes,  with  fiery  valor,  they  had  burst  through  thi 
breast- works  of  the  French,  who  fled  in  disorder.  Th< 
victors  pressed  rapidly  on  in  pursuit,  and,  despite  i 
rugged  country,  inflicted  a severe  loss  on  the  fugitives 
captured  seventy  prisoners,  and  invested  Louisburg  th< 
same  day. 

For  the  two  succeeding  days  a rough  sea  rendered  i 
impossible  to  land  the  siege  artillery,  and  provision 
were  conveyed  to  the  army  with  the  greatest  difficulty 
On  the  11th  the  weather  moderated,  when  tents  wen 
landed,  and  some  progress  made  in  the  preparations  fo; 
the  siege.  On  the  12th,  M.  de>  Drucor,  the  Frencl 
general,  withdrew  all  his  outposts,  and  even  destroye( 
a battery  which  commanded  the  entrance  of  the  liar 
bor,  being  desirous  to  reserve  all  his  force  for  the 
defence  of  the  town.  The  garrison  of  Louisburg  was 
composed  of  3000  regular  troops  and  militia,  with  i 
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aw  Indians.  In  addition  to  this  force,  six  line-of- 
attle  ships  and  two  frigates  guarded  the  harbor,  at 
lie  entrance  of  which  three  other  frigates  had  been 
mik,  to  prevent  the  passage  of  the  British  fleet. 

Wolfe’s  light  troops  were  speedily  in  possession  of 
fie  different  posts  deserted  by  the  French,  and  on  the 
iOth  a battery  opened  upon  the  ships  and  land  defences, 
'or  many  days  the  slow  operations  of  the  siege  con- 
inued,  under  great  difficulties  to  the  British,  owing  to 
re  marshy  nature  of  the  ground,  and  heavy  rains 
diich  flooded  the  trenches.  But  science,  a sufficient 
prce,  union  among  the  principal  officers,  and  courage 
nd  endurance  in  sailors  and  soldiers,  overcame  every 

Ibstacle,  and  promised  speedy  success.  A sortie  on 
tie  9th  of  July  by  the  besieged  was  speedily  repelled, 
;nd  day  and  night  the  batteries  thundered  against  the 
^imparts,  the  citadel,  and  the  shipping.  On  the  21st, 
aree  of  the  French  men-of-war  were  set  on  fire  by  a 
hell,  the  following  day  the  citadel  was  in  a blaze,  the 
ext  the  barracks  were  burned  down,  while  Wolfe’s 
tenches  were  pushed  close  to  the  town,  and  the  French 

B riven  from  their  guns  by  the  British  sharp-shooters, 
in  the  night  of  the  25th,  two  captains  of  Boscawen’s 
[eet  swept  into  the  harbor  with  a squadron  of  boats 
inder  a furious  fire,  and  burned  one  of  the  remaining 
jien-of-war,  and  carried  off  another.  Boscawen  pre- 
ared  to  send  in  six  Ifps  i the  line  to  attack  the  other 
’rench  vessels ; but  the  town  was  already  a heap  of 
nins,  the  greater  part  of  its  guns  dismounted,  and  its 
arrison  without  a safe  place  to  rest  in,  so  the  Chevalier 
e Drucor  resolved  to  capitulate  at  discretion,  such 
eing  the  only  terms  he  could  get. 

Skilfully  fortified,  and  defended  by  a sufficient  garri- 
on,  aided  by  a powerful  fleet,  Louisburg  had  been 
Iravely  won.  Its  capture  shed  fresh  lustre  on  the 
enius  of  Pitt,  as  well  as  on  the  gallant  men  he  had 
wisely  chosen  to  effect  it.  It  was  indeed  a triumph 
or  British  arms,  so  long  stained  by  sad  reverses  • 5600 
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soldiers  and  sailors  were  made  prisoners,  and  eleve 
ships  of  war  taken  or  destroyed.  About  fifteen  thousan 
stand  of  arms,  and  large  quantities  of  military  stow 
and  provisions,  also  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  victoi 
as  well  as  eleven  stand  of  captured  colors,  which  wei 
laid  at  the  feet  of  the  British  sovereign,  and  suba 
quently  deposited  with  due  solemnity  in  St  Pauli 
With  Louisburg  fell  Cape  Breton  and  Prince  Edwai 
Island ; and  thus  terminated  the  power  of  France  f( 
ever  on  the  eastern  sea-board  of  North  America.  Hal 
fax  being  the  British  naval  station,  Louisburg  wj 
deserted  ; and,  although  the  harbor  still  affords  shell 
from  storms,  a few  hovels  only  mark  the  spot  which 
much  treasure  was  expended  to  fortify,  and  which 
much  courage  and  endurance  were  needed  to  conquel 
— M ‘Mullen’s  History  of  Canada! 


THE  SOLDIER’S  DREAM. 

Oub  bugles  sang  truce,  for  tlie  night  cloud  lit 
lower’d, 

And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  sky ; 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpower’d. 
The  weary  to  sleep  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw, 

By  the  wolf-scaring  fagot  tnat  guarded  the  slain, 
At  the  dead  of  the  night  a sweet  vision  I saw, 

And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I dreamt  it  again. 

Methought  from  the  battle-field’s  dreadful  array. 

Far,  far,  I had  roam’d  on  a desolate  track ; 

'Twas  autumn, — and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way, 

To  the  home  of  my  fathers,  that  welcomed  me  bad 

I flew  to  the  pleasant  fields,  traversed  so  oft 

In  life’s  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  youn{ 
I heard  my  own  mountain-goats  bleating  aloft, 

And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  corn-reapers  sun 
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Ihen  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I swore 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to 
part ; 

ly  little  ones  kiss’d  me  a thousand  times  o’er, 

And  my  wife  sobb’d  aloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart. 


Stay — stay  with  us  ! — rest ! — thou  art  weary  and 
j worn  ! ” — 

i And  fain  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay ; 
lut  sorrow  return’d  with  the  dawning  of  morn, 

And  the  voice  in  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away. 

— T.  Campbell. 


I THE  BATTLE  OF  QUEENSTON  HEIGHTS. 

' Queenston,  a village  on  the  Niagara  river,  seven  miles  from 
|he  town  of  Niagara. 

The  13th  of  October  1812  is  a day  ever  to  be  re- 
nembered  in  Canada.  All  along  the  Niagara  river 
the  greatest  excitement  had  prevailed;  many  of  the 
nhabitants  had  removed  with  their  portable  property 
Into  the  back  country ; small  bodies  of  soldiers,  regu- 
lars and  volunteers,  were  posted  in  the  towns  and  vil- 
lages ; Indians  were  roving  the  adjacent  woods ; and 
sentinels,  posted  along  the  banks  of  the  river,  were 
ooking  eagerly  for  the  enemy,  that  was  to  come  from 
he  American  shore,  and  attempt  the  subjugation  of  a 
fee,  a happy,  and  a loyal  people.  In  the  little  village 
)f  Queenston,  that  nestles  at  the  foot  of  an  eminence 
)verlooking  the  mighty  waters  of  Niagara  on  their 
vay  to  Lake  Ontario,  two  companies  of  the  49th  regi- 
nent,  or  “Green  Tigers”  as  the  fearful  Americans 
tfterwards  termed  them,  with  100  Ganadian  militia, 
were  posted,  under  the  command  of  Captain  Dennis. 

I When  tattoo  sounded  on  the  night  of  the  12th,  the 
ittle  garrison  retired  to  rest.  All  was  silent  but  the 
elements,  that  raged  furiously  throughout  the  night, 
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the  howling  of  the  wind  and  the  sound  of  falling  rail 
mingling  with  the  distant  roar  of  the  great  cataract 
Dripping  with  rain,  and  shivering  with  cold,  th< 
sentries  paced  their  weary  rounds,  from  time  to  tim< 
casting  a glance  over  the  swollen  tide  of  the  rive: 
towards  the  American  shore.  At  length,  when  th< 
gray  dawn  of  morning  appeared,  a wary  sentinel  de 
scried  a number  of  boats,  tilled  with  armed  men,  push 
ing  off'  from  the  opposite  bank,  below  the  village  o 
Lewiston.  Immediately  the  alarm  was  given,  tin 
soldiers  were  roused  from  their  peaceful  slumbers,  am 
inarched  down  to  the  landing-place.  Meanwhile,  i 
battery  of  one  gun,  posted  on  the  heights,  and  anotlie 
about  a mile  below,  began  to  play  upon  the  enemy’ 
boats,  sinking  some,  and  disabling  others.  Finding 
it  impossible  to  effect  a landing  in  the  face  of  sucl 
opposition,  the  Americans,  leaving  a few  of  their  mini 
ber  to  occupy  the  attention  of  the  troops  on  the  bank 
disembarked  some  distance  up  the  river,  and  succeedet 
in  gaining  the  summit  of  the  height  by  a difficult  am 
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nprotected  pathway.  With  loud  cheers  they  captured 
le  one  gun  battery,  and  rushed  down  upon  Captain 
tennis  and  his  command,  who,  finding  themselves  far 
utnumbered  by  the  enemy,  retired  slowly  toward  the 
orth  end  of  the  village.  Here  they  were  met  by 
feneral  Brock,  who  had  set  out  in  advance  of  rein- 
>rcements  from  the  town  of  Niagara,  accompanied 
nly  by  two  officers.  Placing  himself  at  the  head  of 
lie  little  band,  the  gallant  general  cried  “ Pollow  me,” 
tid  led  his  men  back  to  the  height  from  which  they 
ad  been  forced  to  retire,  amid  the  cheers  of  regulars 
nd  militia.  At  the  foot  of  the  hill  the  general  dis- 
counted under  the  sharp  fire  of  the  enemy’s  riflemen, 
ho  were  posted  among  the  trees  on  its  summit, 
imbed  over  a high,  stone  wall,  and,  waving  his  sword, 
larged  up  the  hill  at  the  head  of  his  soldiers.  This 
itrepid  conduct  at  once  attracted  the  notice  of  the 
lemy;  one  of  their  sharpshooters  advanced  a few 
aces,  took  deliberate  aim,  and  shot  him  in  the  breast; 

< was  a mortal  wound.  Thus  fell  Sir  Isaac  Brock,  the 
ero  of  Upper  Canada,  whose  name  will  outlive  the 
[oble  monument  which  a grateful  country  has  erected 
) his  memory.  The  fall  of  their  beloved  commander 
ifuriated  his  followers ; with  loud  cries  of  “ Revenge 
le  general,”  they  pressed  forward  up  the  hill,  and 
Hrove  the  enemy  from  their  position.  But  reinforce- 
ments were  continually  pouring  in  from  the  American 
[lore ; and,  after  a deadly  struggle,  in  which  Colonel 
Eacdonell,  Captain  Dennis,  and  most  of  the  other 
ficers  fell,  these  brave  men  were  again  compelled  to 
itire.  They  took  refuge  under  the  guns  of  the  lower 
ittery,  there  awaiting  the  arrival  of  reinforcements 
om  Niagara.  About  mid-day  the  first  of  these 
'rived,  consisting  of  a band  of  fifty  Mohawks  under 
leir  chiefs  Norton  and  Brant.  These  Indian  allies 
bldly  engaged  the  enemy,  and  maintained,  for  a short 
me,  a sharp  skirmish  with  them,  but  finally  retired 
i the  main  reinforcement.  These  arrived  in  the 
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course  of  the  afternoon  under  the  command  of  Major 
General  Sheaffe.  Instead  of  meeting  the  enemy  on  th 
old  ground,  the  officer  now  in  command  moved  hi 
whole  force  of  1000  men  to  the  right  of  the  enemy* 
position,  and  sent  forward  his  left  flank  to  attack  th 
American  right.  This  left  flank  was  of  a very  varia 
character,  consisting  of  one  company  of  the  41st  regi 
ment  of  the  line,  a company  of  colored  men,  and ; 
body  of  volunteer  militia  and  Indians,  united,  in  spit 
of  their  difference  of  color  and  race,  by  loyalty  to  th 
British  crown,  and  heart-hatred  of  foreign  aggressioi 
This  division  advanced  in  gallant  style ; after  deliver 
ing  a volley,  the  whole  line  of  white,  red,  and  blad 
charged  the  enemy,  and  drove  in  their  right  wing  ^ 
the  point  of  the  bayonet.  General  Sheaffe  now  led  o: 
the  main  body,  and  forced  the  lately  victorious  Ameii 
cans  to  retreat  rapidly  over  the  ridge.  The  struggl 
on  their  part  was  of  short  duration.  In  front  was 
foe  thirsting  for  revenge,  behind  the  steep  banks  an 
swiftly  flowing  waters  of  the  Niagara.  The  “Gree 
Tigers,”  the  Indians,  their  once  despised  slaves  ever 
and  last,  but  certainly  not  least,  the  gallant  Canadia 
militia,  were  objects  of  terror  to  them.  Some  few  i 
despair  threw  themselves  over  the  precipices  into  th 
river ; but  the  majority  of  the  survivors  surrendere 
themselves  prisoners  of  war  to  the  number  of  95( 
among  whom  was  their  commander,  General  Wadi 
worth.  The  leader  of  the  expedition,  General  Ya 
Rensellaer,  had  retired  to  Lewiston,  as  he  said,  for  reii 
forcements  in  an  early  part  of  the  day.  The  loss  < 
the  Americans  in  this  memorable  action  was  aboi 
500  killed  and  wounded,  while  that  of  the  Canadia 
forces  amounted  to  150.  Throughout  Canada  tl 
news  of  the  victory  of  Queenston  Heights  awakent 
universal  joy  and  enthusiasm,  second  only  to  that  wii 
which  the  taking  of  Detroit  was  hailed ; but  the  jc 
and  enthusiasm  were  damped  by  the  sad  tidings  th 
he  who  had  first  taught  Canada’s  sons  the  way  i 
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Story,  had  given  his  life  for  her  defence,  and  slept  in 
ioldier’s  grave  with  many  of  her  best  and  bravest. 

— Campbell's  Third  Reader. 


PONTIAC’S  ATTEMPT  TO  CAPTUKE  FOKT 
DETEOIT. 

the  year  1763,  a celebrated  chief  of  the  Ottawas, 
led  Pontiac,  succeeded  in  forming  a confederacy  of 
} Ottawas,  Huron s,  Chippawas,  and  some  other  tribes* 
th  the  avowed  object  of  expelling  the  British  from 
lake  regions  of  the  country.  With  the  craftiness 
3uliar  to  the  Indian  race,  an  ingenious  stratagem 
s devised,  by  means  of  which  it  was  hoped  that  the 
jes  would  easily  gain  possession  of  the  forts. 

!For  this  purpose  a grand  Lacrosse  match  was 
anized  at  each  post,  and  the  officers  of  the  garrison 
dted  to  become  participators  in  the  game.  Having 
is  disarmed  suspicion,  at  a moment  when  the  soldiers 
re  off  duty  and  deeply-interested  spectators  of  the ' 
iy,  the  ball  was  designedly  thrown  into  the  middle 
the  fort,  and  the  Indians,  rushing  in  after  it,  easily 
ured  possession.  Seven  or  eight  British  posts, 
luding  Machilimackinac  and  Sandusky,  thus  fell 
to  the  hands  of  the  savages,  and  more  than  two 
Dusand  whites  were  inhumanly  massacred.  Fort 
3troit  alone,  owing  to  the  vigilance  of  its  command- 
t,  escaped  this  fate ; and  the  rage  and  mortification 
the  disappointed  savages  are  well  depicted  in  the 
.lowing  sketch. 

Pontiac  and  his  attendant  chiefs  had,  while  the 
irriors  and  braves  were  engaged  in  the  game  of 
icrosse  on  the  common,  sought  an  audience  of  the 
vernor  of  the  fort.  He  received  them  in  the  mess- 
pm,  apparently  not  suspecting  any  artifice  on  their 
rt. 


244 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS.* 


“ The  pale  warrior,  the  friend  of  the  Ottawa  chic 
is  not  here,”  said  the  governor,  as  he  glanced  his  e; 
along  the  semicircle  of  Indians.  “ How  is  this  ? 
his  voice  still  sick,  that  he  cannot  come  ? or  has  tl 
great  chief  of  the  Ottawas  forgotten  to  tell  him  ? ” 

“ The  voice  of  the  pale  warrior  is  still  sick,  and  1 
cannot  speak,”  replied  the  Indian.  “ The  Ottawa  chi 
is  very  sorry ; for  the  tongue  of  his  friend,  the  pal 
face,  is  full  of  wisdom.” 

Scarcely  had  the  last  words  escaped  his  lips  win 
a wild  shrill  cry  from  without  the  fort  rang  on  ti 
ears  of  the  assembled  council,  and  caused  a momenta 
commotion  among  the  officers.  It  arose  from  a sine 
voice,  and  that  voice  could  not  be  mistaken  by  ai 
who  had  heard  it  once  before.  A second  or  tv 
during  which  the  officers  and  chiefs  kept  their  ey 
intently  fixed  on  one  another,  passed  anxiously  awa; 
and  then  nearer  to  the  gate,  apparently  an  the  ve 
drawbridge  itself,  was  pealed  forth  the  wild  and  de* 
ening  yell  of  a legion  of  fiendish  voices.  At  th 
sound,  the  Ottawa  and  the  other  chiefs  sprang  to  th< 
feet,  and  their  own  fierce  cry  responded  to  that  5 
vibrating  on  the  ears  of  all.  Already  were  th( 
gleaming  tomahawks  brandished  wildly  over  the 
heads,  and  Pontiac  had  even  bounded  a pace  forwa 
to  reach  the  governor  with  the  deadly  weapon,  wh( 
at  the  sudden  stamping  of  the  foot  of  the  latter  up 
the  floor,  the  scarlet  cloth  in  the  rear  was  throi 
aside,  and  twenty  soldiers,  their  eyes  glancing  alo 
the  barrels  of  their  levelled  muskets,  met  the  startl 
gaze  of  the  astonished  Indians. 

An  instant  was  enough  to  satisfy  the  keen  chief 
the  true  state  of  the  case.  The  calm  composed  mi 
of  the  officers,  not  one  of  whom  had  even  attempt 
to  quit  his  seat  amid  the  din  by  which  his  ears  w< 
so  alarmingly  assailed, — the  triumphant,  yet  dignifii 
and  even  severe  expression  of  the  governor’s  countc 
ance  ; and,  above  all,  the  unexpected  presence  of  t 
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epared  soldiery, — all  these  at  once  assured  him  of 
e discovery  of  his  treachery,  and  the  danger  that 
waited  him.  The  necessity  for  an  immediate  attempt 
1 join  his  warriors  without  was  now  obvious  to  the 
;tawa ; and  scarcely  had  he  conceived  the  idea  before 
was  sought  to  be  executed.  In  a single  spring  he 
ined  the  door  of  the  mess-room,  and,  followed  eagerly 
[d  tumultuously  by  the  other  chiefs,  to  whose  depart- 
je  no  opposition  was  offered,  in  the  next  moment 
)od  on  the  steps  of  the  piazza  that  ran  along  the 
)nt  of  the  building  whence  he  had  issued.  The 
rprise  of  the  Indians  on  reaching  this  point  was  now 
d powerful  to  be  dissembled ; and  incapable  either  of 
vancing  or  receding,  they  remained  gazing  on  the 
me  before  them  with  an  air  of  mingled  stupefaction, 
ge,  and  alarm.  Scarcely  ten  minutes  had  elapsed 
ice  they  had  proudly  strode  through  the  naked  area 
the  fort,  and  yet  even  in  that  short  space  of  time  its 

Ipearance  had  been  entirely  changed.  Not  a part 
is  there  now  of  the  surrounding  buildings  that  was 
»t  replete  with  human  life  and  hostile  preparation, 
trough  every  window  of  the  officers'  low  rooms  was 
* i be  seen  the  dark  and  frowning  muzzle  of  a field- 
ece  bearing  upon  the  gateway,  and  behind  these  were 
^illerymen  holding  their  lighted  matches,  supported 
ain  by  files  of  bayonets  that  glittered  in  their  rear, 
.the  block-houses  the  same  formidable  array  of  field- 
i bees  and  muskets  was  visible ; while  from  the  four 
gles  of  the  square  as  many  heavy  guns,  that  had  been 
tfully  masked  at  the  entrance  of  the  chiefs,  seemed 
hdy  to  sweep  away  everything  that  should  come 
fore  them.  The  guard-room  near  the  gate  presented 
e same  hostile  front.  The  doors  of  this,  as  well  as  of 
e other  buildings,  had  been  firmly  secured  within ; 
it  from  every  window  affording  cover  to  the  troops 
earned  a line  of  bayonets,  rising  above  the  threaten- 
li  |g  fieldpieces,  pointed,  at  a distance  of  little  more  than 
flfelve  feet,  directly  upon  the  gateway,  In  addition  to 
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his  musket,  each  man  of  the  guard  held  a hand  grenai 
provided  with  a short  fuse  that  could  be  ignited  in 
moment  from  the  matches  of  the  gunners,  and  w 
immediate  effect.  The  soldiers  in  the  block-lion 
were  similarly  provided. 

Almost  magical  as  was  the  change  thus  suddei 
effected  in  the  appearance  of  the  garrison,  it  w 
not  the  most  interesting  feature  in  the  exciti 
scene.  Choking  up  the  gateway,  in  which  they  w 
completely  wedged,  and  crowding  the  drawbrid 
a dense  mass  of  dusky  Indians  were  to  be  se 
casting  their  fierce  glances  around,  yet  paralyzed 
their  movements  by  the  unlooked-for  display  of 
resisting  force,  threatening  instant  annihilation 
those  who  should  attempt  either  to  advance  or  rece 
Never,  perhaps,  were  astonishment  and  disappointnn 
more  forcibly  depicted  on  the  human  countenance,  th 
they  were  now  exhibited  by  these  men,  who  had 
ready  in  imagination  secured  to  themselves  an  e* 
conquest.  They  were  the  warriors  who  had  so  recen 
been  engaged  in  the  manly  yet  innocent  exercise 
the  ball ; but,  instead  of  the  harmless  hurdle,  et 
now  carried  a short  gun  in  one  hand  and  a gleami 
tomahawk  in  the  other. 

After  the  first  general  yelling  heard  in  the  count 
room,  not  a sound  was  uttered.  Their  burst  of  ti 
and  triumph  had  evidently  been  checked  by  the  un 
pected  manner  of  their  reception ; and  they  now  stc 
on  the  spot  on  which  the  further  advance  of  each  1 
been  arrested,  so  silent  and  motionless,  that,  but  for  i 
rolling  of  their  dark  eyes,  as  they  keenly  measured  i 
insurmountable  barriers  that  were  opposed  to  th 
progress,  they  might  almost  have  been  taken  foi 
wild  group  of  statuary.  Conspicuous  at  the  head 
these  was  he  who  wore  the  blanket ; a tall  warrior 
whom  rested  the  startled  eye  of  every  officer  and  sold 
who  was  so  situated  as  to  behold  him.  His  face  v 
painted  black  as  death ; and  as  he  stood  under  t 
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Mich  of  the  gateway,  with  his  white  turbaned  head 
[wering  far  above  those  of  his  companions,  this  for- 
midable and  mysterious  enemy  might  have  been  likened 
the  spirit  of  darkness  presiding  over  his  terrible 
Igions. 

( In  order  to  account  for  the  extraordinary  appearance 
the  Indians,  armed  in  every  way  for  death,  at  a 
oment  when  neither  gun  nor  tomahawk  was  appar- 
tly  within  miles  of  their  reach,  it  was  necessary  to 
vert  to  the  first  entrance  of  the  chiefs  into  the  fort, 
e fall  of  Pontiac  had  been  the  effect  of  design  ; and 
e yell  pealed  forth  by  him,  on  recovering  his  feet,  as 
in  taunting  reply  to  the  laugh  of  his  comrades,  was 
reality  a signal  intended  for  the  guidance  of  the 
dians  without.  These  now  following  up  their  game 
th  increasing  spirit,  at  once  changed  the  direction  of 
eir  line,  bringing  the  ball  nearer  to  the  fort.  In 
eir  eagerness  to  effect  this  object,  they  had  overlooked 
e gradual  secession  of  the  unarmed  troops,  spectators 
their ' sport  from  the  ramparts,  until  scarcely  more 
fan  twenty  stragglers  were  left.  As  they  neared  the 
ite,  the  squaws  broke  up  their  several  groups,  and, 
frming  a line  on  either  hand  of  the  road  leading  to 
^e  drawbridge,  appeared  to  separate  solely  with  a view 
uj  }t  to  impede  the  players.  For  an  instant  a dense 
:oup  collected  around  the  ball,  which  had  been  drawn 
» within  a hundred  yards  of  the  gate,  and  fifty  hurdles 
ere  crossed  in  their  endeavour  to  secure  it,  when  the 
arrior,  who  formed  the  solitary  exception  to  the 
ultitude,  in  his  blanket  covering,  and  who  had  been 
agering  in  the  extreme  rear  of  the  party,  came  rapidly 
to  the  spot  where  the  well-affected  struggle  was 
aintained.  At  his  approach  the  hurdles  of  the  other 
ayers  were  withdrawn,  when,  at  a single  blow  from 
is  powerful  arm,  the  ball  was  seen  flying  in  an  oblique 
irection  and  was  for  a moment  lost  altogether  to  the 
lew.  When  it  again  met  the  eye,  it  was  descending 
^rpendicularly  into  the  very  centre  of  the  fort. 
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With  the  fleetness  of  thought  now  commenced 
race  that  had  ostensibly  for  its  object  the  recovery  ( 
the  lost  ball,  and  in  which  he  who  had  driven  it  wit 
resistless  force  outstripped  them  all.  Their  course  la 
between  the  two  lines  of  squaws ; and  scarcely  ha 
the  head  of  the  bounding  Indians  reached  the  opposit 
extremity  of  those  lines,  when  the  women  suddenl 
threw  back  their  blankets,  and  disclosed  each  a shoi 
gun  and  a tomahawk.  To  throw  away  their  hurdle 
and  seize  upon  these,  was  the  work  of  an  instan 
Already,  in  imagination,  was  the  fort  their  own  ; an< 
such  was  the  peculiar  exaltation  of  the  black  and  tui 
baned  warrior  when  he  felt  the  planks  of  the  draw 
bridge  bending  beneath  his  feet,  all  the  ferocious  jq 
of  his  soul  was  pealed  forth  in  the  terrible  cry  whicl 
rapidly  succeeded  by  ftat  of  the  other  Indians,  ha 
resounded  so  fearfully  through  the  council-room. 

What  their  disappointment  was,  when,  on  gainin 
the  interior,  they  found  the  garrison  prepared  for  thei 
reception,  has  already  been  shown. 

— Major  Richardson,  . 


PART  IV. 


SOMEBODY'S  DABLINC. 

Into  a ward  of  the  whitewashed  halls. 

Where  the  dead  and  dying  lay, 

Wounded  by  bayonets,  shells,  and  balls. 
Somebody’s  darling  was  borne  one  day — - 
Somebody’s  darling,  so  young  and  so  brave, 
Wearing  yet  on  his  pale  sweet  face, 

Soon  to  be  hid  by  the  dust  of  the  grave, 

The  lingering  light  of  his  boyhood’s  grace. 

Matted  and  damp  are  the  curls  of  gold. 
Kissing  the  snow  of  that  fair  young  brow, 
Pale  are  the  lips  of  delicate  mould — 
Somebody’s  darling  is  dying  now. 

Back  from  his  beautiful  blue-veined  brow 
Brush  all  the  wandering  waves  of  gold, 
Cross  his  hands  on  his  bosom  now. 
Somebody’s  darling  is  still  and  cold. 

Kiss  him  once  for  somebody’s  sake. 

Murmur  a prayer  soft  and  low ; i 
One  bright  curl  from  its  fair  mates  take. 
They  were  somebody’s  pride  you  know. 
Somebody’s  hand  had  rested  there — 

Was  it  a mother’s,  soft  and  white  ? 

And  have  the  lips  of  a sister  fair 
Been  baptized  in  the  waves  of  light? 
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God  knows  best ; he  has  somebody’s  love, 
Somebody’s  heart  enshrined  him  there, 

Somebody  wafted  his  name  above, 

Night  and  morn  on  the  wings  of  prayer. 

Somebody  wept  when  he  marched  away, 
Looking  so  handsome,  brave,  and  grand  ; 

Somebody’s  kiss  on  his  forehead  lay, 

Somebody  clung  to  his  parting  hand. 

Somebody ’s  waiting  and  watching  for  him, 
Yearning  to  hold  him  again  to  their  heart ; 

And  there  he  lies  with  his  blue  eyes  dim. 

And  the  smiling  childlike  lips  apart. 

Tenderly  bury  the  fair  young  head, 

Pausing  to  drop  on  his  grave  a tear ; 

Carve  on  the  wooden  slab  at  his  head, 

“ Somebody's  darling  slumbers  here^ 

—Anonymous. 


THE  STOKY  OF  FINE-EAR 

Ten  or  twelve  years  ago,  there  was  in  the  prison  t 
Brest  a man  sentenced  for  life  to  the  galleys.  I do  nt 
know  the  exact  nature  of  his  crime,  but  it  was  sornt 
thing  very  atrocious.  I never  heard  what  his  forme 
condition  in  life  had  been ; for  even  his  name  ha 
passed  into  oblivion,  and  he  was  recognised  only  by 
number.  Although  his  features  were  naturally  we 
formed,  their  expression  w’as  horrible  : every  dark  an 
evil  passion  seemed  to  have  left  its  impress  there  ; an 
his  character  fully  corresponded  to  its  outward  indici 
tions.  Mutinous,  gloomy,  and  revengeful,  he  had  ofte 
hazarded  his  life  in  desperate  attempts  to  escape,  whic 
hitherto  had  proved  abortive.  Once,  during  winter,  1 
succeeded  in  gaining  the  fields,  and  supported  ft 
several  days  the  extremity  of  cold  and  hunger.  II 
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ras  found,  at  length,  half  frozen  and  insensible,  under 
i tree,  and  brought  back  to  prison,  where,  with  diffi- 
ulty,  he  was  restored  to  life.  The  ward-master  watched 
dm  more  closely,  and  punished  him  more  severely  by 
ar  than  the  other  prisoners,  while  a double  chain  was 
Jdded  to  his  heavy  fetters.  Several  times  he  attempted 
juicide,  but  failed,  through  the  vigilance  of  his  guards. 
!?he  only  results  of  his  experiments  in  this  line  were  an 
isthma,  caused  by  a nail  which  he  hammered  into  his 
jhest,  and  the  loss  of  an  arm,  which  he  fractured  in 
jsaping  off  a high  wall.  After  suffering  amputation, 
Ind  a six  months’  sojourn  in  the  hospital,  he  returned 
jo  his  hopeless,  life-long  task-work. 

One  day,  this  man’s  fierce  humor  seemed  softened. 
Lfter  the  hours  of  labor,  he  seated  himself,  with  the 
ompanion  in  misery  to  whom  he  was  chained,  in  a 
corner  of  the  court;  and  his  repulsive  countenance 
Issumed  a mild  expression.  Words  of  tenderness  were 
littered  by  the  lips  which  heretofore  had  opened  only 
|o  blaspheme ; and  with  his  head  bent  down,  he  watched 
lome  object  concealed  in  his  bosom, 
j The  guards  looked  at  him  with  disquietude,  believing 
jie  had  some  weapon  hidden  within  his  clothes ; and 
wo  of  them  approaching  him  stealthily  from  behind, 
eized  him  roughly,  and  began  to  search  him,  before 
Le  could  make  any  resistance.  Finding  himself  com- 
)letely  in  their  power,  the  convict  exclaimed:  “Oh, 
t’t  kill  him  ! Pray,  don’t  kill  him ! ” 
is  he  spoke,  one  of  the  guards  had  gained  posses- 


£ Don’t  kill  him ! ” he  repeated.  “ Beat  me ; chain 


d while  he  spoke,  for  the  first  time,  probably,  since 
childhood,  tears  filled  his  eyes,  and  ran  down  his 


i of  a large  rat,  which  the  felon  had  kept  next  his 
om. 


; do  what  you  like  with  me;  but  don’t  hurt  my 
>r  rat ! Don’t  squeeze  him  so  between  your  fingers  ! 
pou  will  not  give  him  back  to  me,  let  him  go  free  !’* 


meeks. 
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Rough  and  hardened  men  as  were  the  guards,  they 
could  not  listen  to  the  convict,  and  see  his  tears,  with- 
out some  feeling  of  compassion.  He  who  was  about 
to  strangle  the  rat,  opened  his  fingers  and  let  it  fall  U 
the  ground.  The  terrified  animal  fled  with  the  speed 
peculiar  to  its  species,  and  disappeared  behind  a pile  ol 
beams  and  rubbish. 

The  felon  wiped  away  his  tears,  looked  anxiously 
after  the  rat,  and  scarcely  breathed  until  he  had  seen  it 
out  of  danger.  Then  he  rose,  aud  silently,  with  the 
old  savage  look,  followed  his  companion  in  bonds,  and 
lay  down  with  him  on  their  iron  bedstead,  where  a ring 
and  chain  fastened  them  to  a massive  bar  of  the  same 
metal. 

Next  morning,  on  his  way  to  work,  the  convict 
whose  pale  face  showed  that  he  had  passed  a sleepless 
night,  cast  an  anxious,  troubled  glance  towards  the  pile 
of  wood,  and  gave  a low,  peculiar  call,  to  which  no- 
thing replied.  One  of  his  comrades  uttered  some 
harmless  jest  on  the  loss  of  his  favorite  ; and  the  reply 
was  a furious  blow,  which  felled  the  speaker,  and  drew 
down  on  the  offender  a severe  chastisement  from  the 
task-master. 

Arrived  at  the  place  of  labor,  he  worked  with  a sorl 
of  feverish  ardor,  as  though  trying  to  give  vent  to  his 
pent-up  emotion;  and,  while  stooping  over  a larg< 
beam,  which  he  and  some  others  were  trying  to  raise 
he  felt  something  gently  tickle  his  cheek.  He  turned 
round,  and  gave  a shout  of  joy.  There,  on  his  shoulder 
was  the  only  friend  he  had  in  the  world — his  rat . — 
who,  with  marvellous  instinct,  had  found  him  out,  and 
crept  gently  up  to  his  face.  He  took  the  animal  in  his 
hands,  covered  it  with  kisses,  placed  it  within  its  nest 
and  then,  addressing  the  head  gaoler,  who  happened  tc 
pass  by  at  the  moment,  he  said : 

“ Sir,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  keep  this  rat,  I wil] 
solemnly  promise  to  submit  to  you  in  everything,  and 
never  again  to  incur  punishment.” 
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h The  ruler  gave  a sign  of  acquiescence,  and  passed  on. 
A ’he  convict  opened  his  shirt,  to  give  one  more  fond. 

j>ok  at  his  faithful  pet,  and  then  contentedly  resumed 
■I'  is  labor. 

» ! That  which  neither  threats  nor  imprisonment,  the 
Ipourge  nor  the  chain,  could  effect,  was  accomplished, 
Ud  rapidly,  by  the  influence  of  love , though  its  object 
& fas  one  of  the  most  despised  among  animals.  From 
ii  he  moment  when  the  formidable  convict  was  permitted 
til  ) cherish  his  pet  night  and  day  in  his  bosom,  he  be- 
iii!  ame  the  most  tractable  and  well-conducted  man  in  the 
k jrison.  His  extraordinary  strength,  and  his  moral 
in  nergy,  were  both  employed  to  assist  the  governors  in 
laintaining  peace  and  subordination.  Fine-Ear,  so  he 
ict  ailed  his  rat,  was  the  object  of  his  unceasing  tender- 
es  [ess.  He  fed  it  before  he  tasted  each  meal,  and  would 
iili  ather  fast  entirely  than  allow  it  to  be  hungry.  He 

10  jpent  his  brief  hours  of  respite  from  toil  in  making 

i iarious  little  fancy  articles,  which  he  sold,  in  order  to 
il)  procure  dainties  which  Fine-Ear  liked, — gingerbread 
ef  nd  sugar,  for  example.  Often,  during  the  period  of 
ill  pil,  the  convict  would  smile  with  delight  when  his 

fttle  friend,  creeping  from  its  nestling  place,  would  rub 
oi  ;s  soft  fur  against  his  cheek.  But  when,  on  a fine 

11  pnshiny  day,  the  rat  took  up  his  position  on  the 
« round,  smoothed  his  coat,  combed  his  long  moustaches 
s dth  his  sharp  nails,  and  dressed  his  long  ears  with  his 
.8  elicate  paws,  his  master  would  testify  the  utmost  de- 
ei  ght,  and  exchange  tender  glances  with  the  black, 
- joguish  eyes  of  Master  Fine-Ear. 

iii  i The  latter,  confiding  in  his  patron’s  care  and  pro- 

ii  ection,  went,  came,  sported,  or  stood  still,  certain  that 
si  lo  one  would  injure  him ; for  to  touch  a hair  of  the 
t at’s  whisker  would  be  to  incur  a terrible  penalty. 

!)ne  day,  for  having  thrown  a pebble  at  him,  a 
ii  Prisoner  was  forced  to  spend  a week  in  the  hospital* 
n [re  he  recovered  from  the  effects  of  a blow  bestowed  on 
pm  by  Fine-Ear’s  master. 
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The  animal  soon  learned  to  know  the  sound  of  the 
dinner-bell,  and  jumped  with  delight  on  the  convict 
when  he  heard  the  welcome  summons. 

Four  years  passed  on  in  this  manner,  when  one  day 
poor  Fine-Ear  was  attacked  by  a cat,  which  had  found 
her  way  into  the  workshop,  and  received  several  deep 
wounds,  before  his  master,  flying  to  the  rescue,  seized 
the  feline  foe,  and  actually  tore  her  to  pieces. 

The  recovery  of  the  rat  was  tedious.  During  the 
next  month  the  convict  was  occupied  in  dressing  hif 
wounds.  It  was  strange  the  interest  which  every  one 
connected  with  the  prison  took  in  Fine-Ear’s  inisfop 
tune.  Not  only  did  the  guards  and  turnkeys  speak  oi 
it  as  the  topic  of  the  day,  but  the  hospital  nurses  fur- 
nished plasters  and  bandages  for  the  wounds ; and 
even  the  surgeon  condescended  to  prescribe  for  him. 

At  length  the  animal  recovered  his  strength  anc 
gaiety,  save  that  one  of  his  hind  paws  dragged  a little 
and  the  wound  still  disfigured  his  skin.  He  was  mon 
tame  and  affectionate  than  ever,  but  the  sight  of  a ca 
was  sufficient  to  throw  his  master  into  a paroxysm  o: 
rage,  and,  running  after  the  unlucky  puss,  he  would,  i 
possible,  catch  and  destroy  her. 

A great  pleasure  was  in  store  for  the  convict 
Thanks  to  his  good  conduct  during  the  past  four  years 
his  sentence  of  imprisonment  for  life  had  been  com 
muted  into  twenty  years,  in  which  were  to  be  include< 
the  fifteen  already  spent  in  prison. 

“ Thank  God  ! ” he  cried ; “ under  His  mercy  it  i 
to  Fine-Ear  I owe  this  happiness  !”  and  he  kissed  thi 
animal  with  transport.  Five  years  still  remained  h 
be  passed  in  toilsome  imprisonment,  but  they  were  cu 
short  in  an  unlooked-for  manner. 

One  day,  a mutinous  party  of  felons  succeeded  ii 
seizing  a turnkey,  and,  having  shut  him  up  with  them 
selves  in  one  of  the  dormitories,  they  threatened  b 
put  him  to  death  if  all  their  demands  were  not  instantl; 
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mplied  with,  and  a full  amnesty  granted  for  this  re- 
lit. 

Fine-Ear’s  master,  who  had  taken  no  part  in  the 
>roar,  stood  silently  behind  the  officials  and  the  sol- 
ars, who  were  ready  to  fire  on  the  insurgents.  Just 
the  attack  was  about  to  commence,  he  approached 
!e  chief  superintendent,  and  said  a few  words  to  him 
I a low  voice. 

, “ I accept  your  offer,”  replied  the  governor.  “ Ke- 
ember,  you  risk  your  life ; but  if  you  succeed,  I 
edge  my  word  that  you  shall  be  strongly  recom- 
ended  to  the  government  for’  unconditional  pardon, 
is  very  night.” 

The  convict  drew  forth  Fine-Ear  from  his  bosom, 
ssed  him  several  times,  and  then  placing  him  within 
ie  vest  of  a young  fellow-prisoner,  with  whom  the 
jt  was  already  familiar,  he  said  in  a broken  voice : — 

“ If  I do  not  return,  be  kind  to  him,  and  love  him  as 
have  loved  him.” 

I Then,  having  armed  himself  with  an  enormous  bar 
! iron,  he  marched  with  a determined  step  to  the  dor-, 
itory,  without  regarding  the  missiles  which  the  rebels 
irled  at  his  head.  With  a.  few  blows  of  his  bar,  he 
ade  the  door  fly  open,  and  darting  into  the  room,  he 
erturned  those  who  opposed  his  entrance,  threw 
>wn  his  weapon,  and  seizing  the  turnkey,  put  him, 
rather  flung  him,  out  safe  and  sound  into  the  pas- 
ge. 

While  in  the  act  of  covering  the  man’s  escape  from 
e infuriated  convicts,  he  suddenly  fell  to  the  ground, 

fthed  in  blood.  One  of  the  wretches  had  lifted  the 
>n  bar  and  struck  down  with  it  his  heroic  comrade. 

, He  was  carried  dying  to  the  hospital,  and,  ere  he 
•eatlied  his  last,  he  uttered  one  word  —it  was  “ Fine- 
ar  l ” 

J Must  I tell  it  ? the  rat  appeared  restless  and  un- 
ippy  for  a few  days,  but  he  soon  forgot  his  master, 
id  began  to  testify  the  same  affection  for  his  new 
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owner  that  he  had  formerly  shown  to  him  who  wa 
dead. 

Fine-Ear  still  lives,  fat  and  sleek  and  strong;  in 
deed,  he  no  longer  fears  his  feline  enemies,  and  ha 
actually  succeeded  in  killing  a full-grown  cat  and  thre 
kittens.  But  he  no  longer  remembers  the  dead,  no 
regards  the  sound  of  his  master’s  number,  which  for 
merly  used  to  make  him  prick  up  his  ears,  and  rui 
from  one  end  of  the  court  to  the  other. 

Does  it  only  prove  that  rats,  as  well  as  men,  may  b 
ungrateful  ? Or  is  it  a little  illustration  of  the  wis 
and  merciful  arrangement,  that  the  world  must  go  oi 
die  who  will  ? 


BETH  GELERT. 

The  spearman  heard  the  bugle  sound, 
And  cheerily  smiled  the  morn  ; 

And  many  a brach,  and  many  a hound, 
Attend  Llewellyn’s  horn : 

And  still  he  blew  a louder  blast, 

And  gave  a louder  cheer : 

“ Come,  Gelert ! why  art  thou  the  last 
Llewellyn’s  horn  to  hear  ? 

“ Oh  ! where  does  faithful  Gelert  roam  ? 

The  flower  of  all  his  race  ! 

So  true,  so  brave  ; a lamb  at  home, 

A lion  in  the  chase  ! ” 

In  sooth,  he  was  a peerless  hound, 

The  gift  of  royal  John  ; 

But  now  no  Gelert  could  be  found  ; 

And  all  the  chase  rode  on. 
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And  now,  as  over  rocks  and  dells 
The  gallant  chidings  rise ; 

I All  Snowdon’s  craggy  chaos  yells 
With  many  mingled  cries. 

i That  day  Llewellyn  little  loved 
The  chase  of  hart  or  hare  ; 
j And  small  and  scant  the  booty  proved, 

1 For  Gelert  was  not  there. 

Unpleased,  Llewellyn  homeward  hied. 

When,  near  the  portal  seat, 

His  truant  Gelert  he  espied. 

Bounding  his  lord  to  greet. 

But  when  he  gain’d  the  castle  door. 

Aghast  the  chieftain  stood  ; 

' The  hound  was  smear’d  with  gouts  of  gore, 

! His  lips  and  fangs  ran  blood  ! 

Llewellyn  gazed  with  wild  surprise. 

Unused  such  looks  to  meet : 
i His  favorite  check’d  his  joyful  guise. 

And  crouch’d  and  lick’d  his  feet. 

' Onward  in  haste  Llewellyn  pass’d — 

| And  on  went  Gelert  too  ; 

And  still,  where’er  his  eyes  were  cast. 

Fresh  blood-gouts  shock’d  his  view ! 

O’erturn’d  his  infant’s  bed,  he  found 
The  blood-  stain’d  covert  rent ; 

And  ail  around,  the  walls  and  ground 
With  recent  blood  besprent. 

He  call’d  his  child — no  voice  replied  ; 

He  search’d — with  terror  wild  ; 

Blood  ! blood  ! he  found  on  every  side. 

But  nowhere  found  the  child  ! 

“ Hell-hound  ! by  thee  my  child ’s  devoured  ! ” 
The  frantic  father  cried  ; 
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And  to  the  hilt  his  vengeful  sword 
He  plunged  in  Gelert’s  side  ! 

' { His  suppliant,  as  to  earth  he  fell. 

No  pity  could  impart ; 

But  still  his  Gelert’s  dying  yell 
Pass’d  heavy  o’er  his  heart. 

Aroused  by  Gelert’s  dying  yell 
Some  slumberer  waken'd  nigh  : 

What  words  the  parent’s  joy  can  tell. 

To  hear  his  infant  cry  ! 

Conceal’d  beneath  a mangled  heap, 

His  hurried  search  had  miss’d, 

All  glowing  from  his  rosy  sleep. 

His  cherub-boy  he  kiss’d  ! 

Nor  scratch  had  he,  nor  harm,  nor  dread— 
But  the  same  couch  beneath 

Lay  a great  wolf,  all  torn  and  dead — 
Tremendous  still  in  death  ! 

All ! what  was  then  Llewellyn’s  pain  ! 

For  now  the  truth  was  clear : 

The  gallant  hound  the  wolf  had  slain, 

To  save  Llewellyn’s  heir. 

Vain,  vain  was  all  Llewellyn’s  woe  ; 

“ Best  of  thy  kind  adieu  ! 

The  frantic  deed  which  laid  thee  low. 

This  heart  shall  ever  rue  ! ” 

And  now  a gallant  tomb  they  raise 
With  costly  sculpture  deck’d  ; 

And  marbles  storied  with  his  praise, 

Poor  Gelert's  bones  protect. 

Here  never  could  the  spearman  pass, 

Or  forester,  unmoved  ; 

Here  oft  the  tear-besprinkled  grass 
Llewellyn’s  sorrow  proved. 
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And  here  he  hung  his  horn  and  spear  ; 

And,  offc  as  evening  fell, 

In  fancy’s  piercing  sounds  would  hear 
Poor  Gelert’s  dying  yell ! 


DANIEL  IN  THE  LIONS’  DEN. 


|)R  ome  time  before  Nebuchadnezzar  quite  de- 
:oyed  the  kingdom  of  Judah,  it  had  been  in  sub- 
stion  to  him.  And  he  carried  away  to  Babylon  a 
Lmber  of  young  men  of  the  chief  families  of  Judah, 
'io  were  instructed  in  all  the  learning  of  the  Chal- 
ons, and  then  appointed  to  places  in  Nebuchad- 
Izzar’s  court.  Daniel,  one  of  them,  by  his  wisdom, 
Ise  to  great  favor  with  the  king,  who  made  him 
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governor  of  the  provinces  of  Babylon ; and  when  tt 
kingdom  of  the  Chaldeans  was  taken  by  the  Med< 
an  l Persians,  the  conquerors  made  him  one  of  the  chi' 
rulers  of  the  country. 

Seeing  him  preferred  to  themselves,  the  other  office 
and  princes  who  were  placed  over  the  kingdom,  becan 
so  envious  of  Daniel,  that  they  sought  how  they  iuig 
ruin  him.  And  finding  that  they  could  not  accuse  hi 
of  any  wrong-doing  in  his  government,  they  determin 
to  make  his  continuing  to  worship  the  true  God  t 
me^ns  of  his  destruction.  So  these  idolaters  persuad 
Darius  the  king  to  make  a law,  that,  if  any  one  duri 
thirty  days,  should  offer  a petition  or  prayer,  either 
God  or  man,  except  to  the  king,  he  should  be  thro 
into  a den  of  Hons. 

Daniel  knew  this  ; but  still,  as  formerly,  three  tin 
a-day  he  kneeled  to  pray  and  give  thanks  to  the  L 
God. 

His  enemies  found  him  praying,  and  immediate 
accused  him  before  the  king  of  breaking  the  lfl 
Darius,  when  he  saw  Daniel  in  danger,  was  grie 
with  himself  for  what  he  had  done.  But  as  he  had 
power  to  alter  the  law,  he  was  obliged  to  condemn 
to  be  thrown  into  the  den ; the  mouth  of  which 
afterwards  secured  with  a large  stone,  sealed  with 
king’s  seal.  Then  the  king  returned  to  his  palace  w 
a heavy  heart ; though  he  had  told  Daniel  that 
God  would  deliver  him.  And  in  the  morning  he  r 
hastened  to  the  den,  and  found  that  God  had  sent 
angel,  and  shut  the  mouths  of  the  lions,  so  that  they 
done  him  no  hurt.  Immediately  the  king  comman 
his  people  to  raise  the  stone ; and  when  Daniel 
brought  up  out  of  the  den,  they  saw  that  the  fi 
creatures  had  not  even  touched  him.  Then  Dariu 
his  anger  ordered  that  the  men  who  had  acci 
Daniel  should  themselves  be  thrown  to  the  lions, 
they  had  no  God  to  protect  them.  So  the  lions 
these  wicked  men  in  pieces  instantly. 
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I : THE  GOOD  SAMARITAN. 

IE  day  when  Jesus  was  with  His  disciples,  a lawyer 
that  is,  a teacher  of  the  law  which  Moses  gave  to 
? Jews — asked  Him  what  he  must  do  in  order  that 
! might  live  for  ever  with  God  in  heaven.  He  asked 
js,  not  because  he  wanted  to  know,  but  just  to  see 
at  kind  of  answer  Christ  would  give  him.  Jesus  in 

Ily  asked  him  what  was  written  in  the  law  which 
d had  given  to  them.  The  lawyer  answered,  That 
s law  told  him  that  he  must  love  God  with  all  his 
irt,  and  mind,  and  soul,  and  strength ; and  that  he 
st  love  his  neighbor  as  well  as  he  loved  himself 
ius  told  him  that  he  had  answered  rightly ; if  he 
. so,  he  should  live  for  ever  with  God  in  heaven. 
Li  t then  the  lawyer  wanted  to  know  who  was  his 
ghbor.  And  this  Jesus  taught  him  by  means  of  a 
at  able. 

1 le  said,  A certain  man,  as  he  went  from  Jerusalem 
it:  Jericho,  was  set  upon  by  thieves,  who  stripped  him 
id  n of  his  clothing,  wounded  him,  and  then  went  off, 
il  jring  him  half  dead. 

a ^nd,  as  he  lay  there,  a priest  came  along  the  same 
i d,  but,  instead  of  stopping  to  help  the  wounded 
ji  i as  he  ought  to  have  done,  he  passed  on  on  the 
it  sr  side  of  the  way.  Next  came  a Levite, — that  is, 
> j inferior  kind  of  priest, — who  just  looked  at  the  poor 
it  a,  and  then  went  away  without  doing  anything  for 
l.  Last  of  all,  there  was  a Samaritan  travelling  on 
iat  b road ; but  he,  instead  of  passing  on  as  the  others 
el  done,  hastened  to  him,  dressed  and  bound  up  his 
{ mds,  and  then,  setting  him  on  the  beast  that  he 
rii  himself  riding,  took  him  to  an  inn,  where  he  got 
,cc  i food  and  lodging.  Then  the  next  day,  when  he 

It  on  his  journey  again,  he  gave  some  money  to 
landlord  of  the  inn,  bidding  him  take  care  of 
wounded  Jew,  and  telling  him  that  if  he  spent 
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anything  more  he  would  repay  him  when  he  can: 
back. 

When  Jesus  had  told  the  lawyer  this  story,  He  aske 
him  which  of  the  three  was  really  neighbor  to  hii 
who  had  been  set  upon  by  thieves — his  own  countrj 
men,  or  the  Samaritan  ? The  lawyer  answered,  He  m 
his  neighbor  who  had  showed  him  such  kindness. 

Then  Jesus  told  him  to  consider  every  man  h 
neighbor  who  needed  a kindness  from  him. 


WHO  IS  MY  NEIGHBOR  ? 

Thy  neighbor  ? It  is  he  whom  thou 
Hast  power  to  aid  and  bless, 

Whose  aching  heart  or  burning  brow 
Thy  soothing  hand  may  press. 

Thy  neighbor  ? ’Tis  the  fainting  poor. 
Whose  eye  with  want  is  dim, 

Whom  hunger  sends  from  door  to  door : 

Go  thou  and  succor  him. 

Thy  neighbor  ? ’Tis  that  weary  man, 

Whose  years  are  at  their  brim, 

Bent  low  with  sickness,  cares,  and  pain  : 

Go  thou  and  comfort  him. 

Thy  neighbor  ? ’Tis  the  heart  bereft 
Of  every  earthly  gem  ; 

Widow  and  orphan,  helpless  left : 

Go  thou  and  shelter  them. 

Thy  neighbor?  Yonder  toiling  slave, 
Fetter’d  in  thought  and  limb, 

Whose  hopes  are  all  beyond  the  grave  r 
Go  thou  and  ransom  him. 

Oh,  pass  not — pass  not  heedless  by  : 

Perhaps  thou  canst  redeem 
The  breaking  heart  from  misery  : 

Oh,  share  thy  lot  with  him. — ANONYMOUS. 
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“ SCRIPTURE  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS. 

^ [n  reading  lessons  from  Scripture,  you  may  some- 
^ iimes  have  found  things  which  you  could  not  under- 
^ itand,  for  want  of  knowing  something  concerning  the 
* labits  and  customs  of  the  people  and  countries  about 
vhich  you  were  reading.  A few  of  these  I will  try 
1 lo  explain : In  the  first  place,  you  must  always  bear 
in  mind  that  the  Israelites  and  Egyptians,  and  other 
Lations  mentioned  in  Scripture,  lived  in  a much  warmer 


iiinate  than  we  do  ; now,  that  circumstance  alone 
yould  make  a great  difference  in  their  way  of  living. 


The  houses  in  Judea  were  built  with  flat  roofs, 
pon  which  the  people  used  to  sit  or  walk,  as  we 
hould  in  a room  ; they  had  stairs  or  fixed  ladders 
utside,  for  going  up  and  down,  and  within- side  of 
he  house  they  had  often  what  we  call  a trap-door, 
t/hich  opened  in  the  roof  itself.  In  the  tipie  of  our 
l Lord,  when  the  friends  of  the  poor  man  who  was  sick 
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of  the  palsy,  found  that  the  house  in  which  Jesus- was 
teaching  was  so  crowded  Jhat  they  could  not  get  in  at 
the  door,  they  uncovered  -the  roof,  we  are  told,  and 
let  the  sick  man  down  in  his  bed.  Now,  w’ith  a roof 
like  ours,  this  would  be  impossible  ; but  with  such  a 
roof  as  I have  been  describing,  they  might  either  let 
him  down  by  means  of  a trap-door,  or  if  the  house 
were  of  wood,  they  might  lift  up  some  of  the  beams 
which  formed  the  roof. 

Houses,  in  that  part  of  the  world,  are  built  verj 
much  in  the  same  manner  now  that  they  were  hundreds 
of  years  ago  ; they  are  sometimes  made  of  stone  oi 
brick,  but  often  of  wood,  and,  among  the  poorer  people 
of  mud,  dried  in  the  sun.  Inside  the  houses,  instead 
of  having  chairs,  a part  of  the  floor  is  raised  like  s 
step,  and  covered  with  a mat  or  carpet,  upon  whicl 
they  sit.  They  appear  frequently  to  have  reclined  ai 
their  meals,  instead  of  sitting  round  the  table  ; auc 
ate  only  with  their  fingers,  as  is  still  the  habit  o 
many  Eastern  nations.  There  are  many  allusions  il 
Scripture  to  the  preparation  of  food,  and  especiallj 
of  bread.  Both  among  the  Jews  and  other  neighbor 
ing  nations,  bread  W'as  not  made  into  loaves  like  ours 
but  into  flat  cakes,  resembling  what  we  call  griddli 
bread  ; sometimes  it  was  made  thin,  like  a biscuit 
and  merely  baked  on  the  ashes.  This  appears  to  havi 
been  the  case  when  bread  was  wanted  in  great  hast* 
When  Abraham  received  the  visit  of  the  angels,  b 
told  his  wife  Sarah  to  take  three  measures  of  meal 
knead  it,  and  make  cakes  upon  the  hearth.  But  thi 
kind  of  bread  was  not  that  usually  eaten  by  the  Jews 
they  commonly  made  their  bread  with  leaven , whicl 
answered  the  same  purpose  as  our  yeast. 

At  the  feast  of  the  PassGver,  they  were  commandei 
to  eat  nothing  but  unleavened  bread,  in  remembranc 
of  their  flight  from  Egypt,  in  which  they  had  beei 
obliged  to  take  their  dough  before  it  was  leavened,  a 
provision  for  their  hasty  journey. 
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The  Jews  do  not  seem  to  have  eaten  meat  ordi- 
rily,  but  rather  to  have  considered  it  as  a feast, 
hen  they  wished  to  do  honor  to  a guest,  or  any 
jier  person,  or  to  celebrate  any  joyful  event,  a kid  or 
if  was  killed ; but  usually  their  food  consisted  of 
lk,  vegetables,  and  bread. 

We  find  in  Scripture  frequent  mention  of  water, 
the  greatest  blessing,  and  even  as  the  greatest  luxury 
life.  Now,  though  we  are  aware  that  we  could  not 
|e  without  water,  yet  from  our  scarcely  ever  know- 
r the  want  of  it  in  this  country,  we  can  hardly 
ficeive  what  the  inhabitants  of  very  hot  climates 
jnetimes  endure,  when  their  springs  and  wells  are 
ed  up,  and  they  can  with  difficulty  procure  enough 
ter  to  keep  themselves  and  their  cattle  alive.  Dur- 
r a great  part  of  the  year  no  rain  falls,  and  the 
at  of  the  sun  is  such,  that  often  it  is  only  in  very 
ep  wells  that  any  water  can  be  found.  The  grass 
i other  plants  are  then  withered  and  parched,  so 
it,  except  on  the  banks  of  a stream  or  river,  not  a 
)t  of  green  is  found  to  refresh  the  eye.  In  travel- 

I,  especially,  the  sufferings  from  want  of  water  are 
n dreadful ; people  take  with  them  as  much  as 
r can  carry,  in  goat  skins,  which  they  use  instead 
rlass  bottles*  But  if  their  stock  is  exhausted 
ire  they  arrive  at  their  journey's  end,  both  they 
their  horses  and  camels  sometimes  perish  from 
st.  You  may  remember,  in  your  last  book  of 
ms,  an  account  of  this  in  the  Story  of  a Desert. 
l see,  therefore,  that  to  have  plenty  of  water  was 
;e  a luxury  to  the  Jews.  In  Scripture  we  often 
the  knowledge  of  God  compared  to  rivers  or  pools 
vater  ; and  one  of  the  prophets,  who  foretold  the 
]t  Ining  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  says  that  “ the 
:ched  ground  shall  become  a pool,  and  the  thirsty 

j 

i Wine  was  also  kept  in  this  kind  of  bottle,  which  is  in  use  to 
\ day,  not  only  in  Asia,  but  in  some  parts  of  the  South  of 
rope. 
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land  springs  of  water  meaning,  that  as  water  woul 
refresh  a dry  and  barren  spot,  and  even  make  it  fei 
tile,  so  our  Lord  Jesus  would,  when  He  came  into  tb 
world,  soften  the  hard  hearts  of  men  by  His  Spiri 
and  refresh  them  by  His  grace. 

The  dress  worn  by  the  Israelites  and  their  descent 
ants  was  very  unlike  any  that  we  use  ; they  had  usual] 
a close  fitting  garment,  which,  for  want  of  a bettt 
name,  has  been  called  a coat,  but  it  had  no  resen 
blance  to  the  coats  worn  by  men  in  this  countr 
Over  this  they  had  a large  cloak  or  mantle,  whic 
being  loose  and  flowing,  was  inconvenient  to  a perse 
actively  employed,  and  was,  therefore,  either  laid  asic 
or  folded  round  the  wearer  by  means  of  a girdle,  < 
belt,  when  he  walked,  or  while  he  was  engaged  in  an; 
thing  which  required  much  movement.  This  explaii 
the  expression  so  often  met  with  iu  Scripture,  of  gin 
ing  up  the  loins ; the  Israelites  were  commanded  i 
eat  the  feast  of  the  Passover  with  their  loins  girde 
and  their  staves  in  their  hands,  like  people  who  we: 
preparing  for  a journey,  to  remind  them  of  the 
flight  out  of  Egypt. 

In  the  time  of  our  Saviour,  we  read  that  the  peop 
cast  their  garments  in  the  way,  when  He  entered  in 
Jerusalem,  riding  on  an  ass  ; by  this  is  meant,  th 
they  threw  down  in  His  path  their  mantles  or  out 
garments,  which  was  a common  way  of  paying  lion 
to  any  distinguished  person  in  these  days.  So  th 
when  a king  or  governor  is  entering  a city  in  the  Ea; 
the  people  spread  pieces  of  cloth  on  the  ground,  aloi 
the  streets  through  which  he  is  to  pass. 

The  ass  is  an  animal  often  mentioned  in  Scriptui 
Asses  were  much  more  used,  and  more  valued  amoi 
the  Jews  than  they  are  with  us.  They  were  not  on 
the  common  beasts  of  burden,  but  were  ridden  upi 
constantly,  instead  of  horses,  wliich  were  only  used 
war.  A horse  was,  iu  those  times,  almost  an  emble 
or  sign  of  war ; on.  all  peaceful  occasions,  no  o: 
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jhought  of  riding  any  animal  but  an  ass  or  mule. 
Camels,  indeed,  are  mentioned  in  Scripture,  especially 
n the  earlier  parts.  We  hear  that  Rebekah  alighted 
i rom  her  camel  when  she  met  Isaac  walking  in  the 
ield ; and  camels  formed  part  of  the  present  which 

I^acob  gave  to  his  brother  Esau.  But  in  the  later 
:nes  of  the  Jews  asses  appear  to  have  been  chiefly 
ted  for  everything  in  which  we  should  employ  horses, 
ar  Lord’s  entering  Jerusalem,  which  I alluded  to  just 
>w,  riding  upon  an  ass,  might  have  shown  the  Jews 
at  He  came,  not  as  a conqueror,  to  free  their  city 
3in  the  Romans,  but  as  a king,  who  ruled  only  in 
e hearts  of  men,  especially  as  this  entrance  was  fore- 
id  hundreds  of  years  before  it  took  place  by  one  of 
e prophets.  — Irish  National  Series. 


ii  m ' 

\ I THE  THREE  SONS. 

it 

ft  ! HAVE  a son,  a little  son,  a boy  just  five  years  old. 

It  With  eyes  of  thoughtful  earnestness,  and  mind  of  gentle 
mould ; 

v 'hey  tell  me  that  unusual  grace  in  all  his  ways  appears, 
I 'hat  my  child  is  grave  and  wise  of  heart,  beyond  his 
tl  childish  years. 

ul  | cannot  say  how  this  may  be,  I know  his  face  is  fair ; 
it  Lnd  yet  his  chiefest  comeliness  is  his  sweet  and  seri- 
I ous  air : 

!:  i know  his  heart  is  kind  and  fond,  I know  he  loveth  me, 
5ut  loveth  yet  his  mother  more,  with  grateful  fervency: 
lut  that  which  others  most  admire,  is  the  thought 
! which  fills  his  mind, 

the  food  for  grave  inquiring  speech,  he  everywhere 
doth  find. 

Strange  questions  doth  he  ask  of  me,  when  we  together 
i walk ; 

3e  scarcely  thinks  as  children  think,  or  talks  as  cbil- 
! dren  talk. 
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Nor  cares  he  much  for  childish  sports,  dotes  not  on  ba 
or  ball, 

But  looks  on  manhood’s  ways  and  works,  and  aptl' 
mimics  all. 

His  little  heart  is  busy  still,  and  oftentimes  perplexed 

With  thoughts  about  this  world  of  ours,  and  thought 
about  the  next. 

He  kneels  at  his  dear  mother’s  knee,  she  teacheth  bin 
to  pray, 

And  strange,  and  sweet,  and  solemn,  then,  are  the  word 
which  he  will  say. 

Oh ! should  my  gentle  child  be  spared  to  manhood* 
years  like  me, 

A hol  er  and  a wiser  man,  I trust  that  he  will  be  ! 

And  when  I look  into  his  eyes,  and  stroke  his  thought 
ful  brow, 

I dare  not  think  what  I should  feel,  were  I to  lose  him  now 

I have  a son,  a second  son,  a simple  child  of  three ; 

T ’ll  not  declare  how  bright  and  fair  hie  little  features  ba 
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low  silvery  sweet  those  tones  of  his,  when  he  prattles 
on  ray  knee : 

do  not  think  his  light  blue  eye  is,  like  his  brother’s, 
keen  ; 

lor  his  brow  so  full  of  childish  thought,  as  his  hath 
ever  been ; 

>ut  his  little  heart ’s  a fountain  pure,  of  kind  and  ten- 
der feeling, 

aid  his  every  look ’s  a gleam  of  light,  rich  depths  of 
love  revealing. 

Vhen  he  walks  with  me,  the  country  folk,  who  pass  us 
in  the  street, 

Vill  speak  their  joy,  and  bless  my  boy,  who  looks  so 
mild  and  sweet. 

l playfellow  is  he  to  all,  and  yet  with  cheerful  tone 
le  ’ll  sing  his  little  song  of  love  when  left  to  sport  alone, 
lis  presence  is  like  sunshine  sent  to  gladden  home  and 
hearth, 

jj,  'o  comfort  us  in  all  our  griefs,  and  sweeten  all  our 
mirth. 

hould  he  grow  up  to  riper  years,  God  grant  his  heart 
may  prove 

lS  sweet  a home  for  heavenly  grace,  as  now  for  earthly 
love  ! 

nd  if,  beside  his  grave,  the  tears  our  aching  eyes 
must  dim, 

;!od  comfort  us  for  all  the  love  which  we  shall  lose  in 
him! 


Pt 


0I  ] have  a son,  a third  sweet  son ! his  age  I cannot  tell, 
for  they  reckon  not  by  years  and  months,  where  he  is 
gone  to  dwell. 

1,  'o  us  for  fourteen  anxious  months  his  infant  smiles 

pi  | 

D were  given, 

Lnd  then  he  bade  farewell  to  earth,  and  went  to  lire 
ih  heaven. 

; ! cannot  tell  what  form  he  has,  what  looks  he  weareth 
iif  now, 
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Nor  guess  how  bright  a glory  crowns  his  shinin 
seraph  brow,  * 

The  thoughts  that  fill  his  sinless  soul,  the  bliss  whic 
he  doth  feel, 

Are  number’d  with  the  secret  things  which  God  wi  M 
not  reveal ; P 

But  I know  (for  God  hath  told  me  this)  that  he  is  no^  1 
at  rest,  I11 

Where  other  blessed  infants  be,  on  their  Saviour’  p°1 
loving  breast. 

I know  his  spirit  feels  no  more  this  weary  load  of  flesh, 

But  his  sleep  is  bless'd  with  endless  dreams  of  joy  fo  |e 
ever  fresh. 

I know  the  angels  fold  him  close' beneath  their  glittei  [J 
ing  wings, 

And  soothe  him  with  a song  that  breathes  of  heaven'  ‘ 
divinest  things. 

I know  that  we  shall  meet  our  babe,  (his  mother  dea  f 
and  I,) 

Where  God  for  aye  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  ever  f 
eye. 

Whate’er  befalls  his  brethren  twain,  his  bliss  can  neve  F 
cease ; 

Their  lot  may  here  be  grief  and  fear,  but  his  is  certaii  I1 
peace. 

It  may  be  that  the  tempter’s  wiles  their  souls  fron  f 
bliss  may  sever. 

But  if  our  own  poor  faith  fail  not,  he  must  be  ours  fo  r 
ever. 

When  we  think  of  what  our  darling  is,  and  what  w [ 
still  must  be ; 

When  we  muse  on  that  world’s  perfect  bliss  and  thi  I 
world’s  misery ; 

When  we  groan  beneath  this  load  of  sin,  and  feel  thi 
grief  and  pain — 

Oh ! we 'd  rather  lose  our  other  two,  than  have  liin 
here  again. 


— Rev.  ,r.  Moultrie. 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


271 


mm  MIDAS;  OR,  THE  GOLDEN  TOUCH. 

1 1 

ICE  upon  a time  there  lived  a Very  rich  man,  and 
I was  a king  besides,  whose  name  was  Midas.  This 
ng  Midas  was  fonder  of  gold  than  of  anything  else 
jthe  world.  He  valued  his  royal  crown  chiefly  be- 
use  it  was  composed  of  that  metal.  At  length-^-as 
ople  always  grow  more  and  more  foolish,  unless  they 
I ice  care  to  grow  wiser  and  wiser — Midas  had  got  to 
I so  very  unreasonable,  that  he  could  scarcely  bear  to 
I s or  touch  any  object  that  was  not  gold.  He  made  it 
Is  custom,  therefore,  to  pass  a large  portion  of  every 
|y  in  a dark  and  dreary  room  underground  at  the 
jttom  of  his  palace.  It  was  here  that  he  kept  his 
Salth.  To  this  dismal  hole,  for  it  was  little  better 
an  a dungeon,  Midas  betook  himself  whenever  he 

I shed  to  be  particularly  happy.  And  then  would  he 
;kon  over  the  coins  in  the  bag,  and  whisper  to  him- 
f : “ 0 Midas,  rich  King  Midas,  what  a happy  man 
b thou!”  Midas  was  enjoying  himself  in  his  trea- 
re-room  one  day  as  usual,  when  he  saw  a shadow  fall 
pr  the  heaps  of  gold,  and  looking  suddenly  up,  what 
Duld  he  behold  but  the  figure  of  a stranger  standing 
the  bright  and  narrow  sunbeam  ! It  was  a young 
m with  a cheerful  and  ruddy  face.  The  stranger 
feed  about  the  room  upon  all  the  golden  objects  that 
re  there,  and  then  he  turned  again  to  Midas. 

"You  are  a wealthy  man,  friend  Midas !”  he  ob- 
•ved.  “ I doubt  whether  any  other  four  walls  on 
:th  contains  so  much  gold  as  this  room.” 

"I  have  done  pretty  well — pretty  well,”  answered 
[das  in  a discontented  tone.  “But,  after  all,  it  is 
t a trifle  when  you  consider  that  it  has  taken  me  my 
lole  life  to  get  it  together.  If  one  could  live  a 
pusand  years,  one  might  have  time  to  grow  rich  ! ” 

“ What !”  exclaimed  the  stranger ; “ then  you  are  not 
htent  ? ” 
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Midas  shook  his  head 

“ And  pray,  what  would  satisfy  you  ? ” asked  tl 
stranger.  “ Merely  for  the  curiosity  of  the  thing 
should  be  glad  to  know.” 

Midas  paused  and  thought  At  last  a bright  id 
struck  him. 

“Well,  Midas/'  said  the  stranger,  “tell  me  yoi 
wish." 

“ It  is  only  this,”  replied  Midas  ; “ I wish  ever 
thing  that  I touch  to  be  changed  to  gold ! ” 

“ The  Golden  Touch  !”  exclaimed  he.  “ But  are  yc 
quite  sure  that  this  will  satisfy  you  ?” 

“ How  could  it  fail  ? ” said  Midas. 

“And  will  you  never  regret  having  it?” 

“ What  could  induce  me  ? ” asked  Midas.  “Ia 
nothing  else  to  render  me  perfectly  happy.” 

“ Be  it  as  you  wish,  then,"  replied  the  strange 
waving  his  hand  in  token  of  farewell.  “ To-morro 
at  sunrise,  you  will  find  yourself  gifted  with  t 
Golden  Touch.” 

Whether  Midas  slept  as  usual  that  night,  the  sto 
does  not  say.  At  any  rate,  day  had  hardly  peeped  ov 
the  hills  when  King  Midas  was  broad  awake,  ar 
stretching  his  arms  out  of  bed,  began  to  touch  the  o 
jects  that  were  within  reach.  He  was  anxious  to  pro 
whether  the  Golden  Touch  had  really  come,  accordi] 
to  the  stranger’s  promise,  so  he  laid  his  fiuger  on  vai 
ous  things,  but  was  sadly  disappointed  to  perceive  tli 
they  remained  the  same  substance  as  before  He  1 
in  a very  sad  mood,  regretting  the  downfall  of  1 
hopes,  an  1 kept  growing  sadder  and  sadder,  until  t 
earliest  sunbeam  shone  through  the  window,  and  gild 
the  ceiling  over  his  head.  It  seemed  to  Midas  th 
this  bright  yellow  sunbeam  was  reflected  in  rather 
strange  way  on  the  white  covering  of  the  bed.  • Loo 
ing  more  closely,  what  was  his  delight  when  he  fom 
that  the  linen  had  been  changed  to  what  seemed 
woven  web  of  the  purest  and  brightest  gold!  T 
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fiden  Touch  had  come  to  him  with  the  first  sun- 
am  ! 

iMidas  started  up  in  a kind  of  joyful  madness,  and 
i about  the  room,  grasping  at  everything  that  hap- 
ued  to  be  in  his  way.  He  seized  one  of  the  bed- 
sts,  and  it  became  at  once  a golden  pillar.  He 
lied  aside  a window-curtain,  in  order  to  admit  a clear 
fw  of  the  wonders  which  he  was  performing,  and  the 
ssel  grew  heavy  in  his  hand — a mass  of  gold  ! He 
rriedly  put  on  his  clothes,  and  was  overjoyed  to  see 
nself  in  a fine  suit  of  gold-cloth,  which  -retained  its 
xibility  and  softness,  although  it  burdened  him  a 
fie  with  its  weight ! 

Now,  King  Midas  was  so  exalted  by  his  good  for- 
le  that  the  palace  seemed  too  small  to  contain  him. 
? therefore  went  out  into  the  garden.  Here,  as  it 
ppened,  he  found  a great  number  of  beautiful  roses 
full  bloom,  and  others  in  all  the  stages  of  lovely 
i and  blossom. 

'But  Midas  knew  a way  to  make  them  far  more  pre- 
ius,  according  to  his  way  of  thinking,  than  roses  had 
er  been  before.  So  he  took  great  pains  in  going 
m bush  to  bush  until  every  flower  and  bud,  and 
?n  the  worms  at  the  heart  of  some  of  them,  were 
anged  to  gold.  By  the  time  this  good  work  was 
npleted,  King  Midas  was  called  to  breakfast ; and, 
the  morning  air  had  given  him  a good  appetite,  he 
de  haste  back  to  the  palace. 

Midas  poured  out  a cup  of  wine,  and,  as  a matter  of 
irse,  the  cup  was  gold  when  he  set  it  down.  He 
mght  to  himself  that  it  was  rather  a high  style  of 
endor  in  a king  of  his  simple  habits  to  breakfast 
a service  of  gold,  and  began  to  be  puzzled  with  the 
ficulty  of  keeping  his  treasures  safe. 

!Amid  these  thoughts,  he  was  surprised  to  find  that 
i instant  his  lips  touched  the  liquid,  it  became  molten 

*d,  and  the  next  moment  hardened  into  a lump ! 
s Ha ! ” exclaimed  Midas,  rather  aghast. 
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He  helped  himself  to  food,  but  the  moment  ] 
touched  it,  it  became  hardened  to  a lump  of  gold. 

“Such  a costly  breakfast  before  me,  and  nothii 
that  can  be  eaten  ! ” he  cried.  “ I shall  starve  in  tl 
midst  of  wealth ! " 

And  truly,  my  dear  little  folks,  did  you  ever  he 
of  such  a sad  case  in  all  your  lives  ? Here  was  t! 
richest  breakfast  that  could  be  set  before  a king ; ai 
its  very  richness  made  it  good  for  nothing.  T 
poorest  laborer  sitting  down  to  his  crust  of  bre 
and  cup  of  *water  was  far  better  off  than  King  Mid; 
whose  delicate  food  was  really  worth  its  weight  in  gol 

These  thoughts  so  troubled  wise  King  Midas,  th 
he  began  to  doubt  whether,  after  all,  wealth  is  t 
one  desirable  thing  in  the  world,  or  even  the  m< 
desirable. 

It  would  be  too  sad  a story  if  I were  to  tell  you  hi 
Midas,  in  the  fulness  of  all  his  satisfied  desires,  beg 
to  wring  his  hands  and  bemoan  himself,  and  to  wi 
that  he  were  the  poorest  man  in  the  wide  world. 

While  he  was  in  this  state  of  despair,  he  6uddei 
beheld  a stranger  standing  near  the  door.  Midas  be 
down  his  head  without  speaking,  for  he  saw  the  sa 
figure  which  appeared  to  him  the  day  before  in  1 
treasure-room,  and  had  bestowed  on  him  the  power 
the  Golden  Touch. 

“ Well,  friend  Midas,”  said  the  stranger,  “ pray,  h 
do  you  get  on  with  the  Golden  Touch?” 

Midas  shook  his  head. 

“ I am  very  unhappy,”  said  he. 

“ Very  unhappy ; indeed!”  exclaimed  the  straii 
“And  how  happens  that?  Have  I not  faithfully  k 
my  promise  with  you  ? Have  you  not  -everything  t 
your  heart  desired  ?” 

“ Gold  is  not  everything,”  answered  Midas. 

“ Ah,  so  you  have  found  out  something  since  ycst 
day?”  observed  the  stranger.  “Let  us  see  then.  Wh 
of  these  two  things  do  you  think  is  really  worth 
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I lost — the  gift  of  the  Golden  Touch,  or  one  cup  of 
ear  cold  water  ? ” 

lii  j “ Oh,  blessed  water!”  exclaimed  Midas.  “It  will 
t!  aver  moisten  my  parched  throat  again  ! ” 

“The  Golden  Touch,”  continued  the  stranger,  “or 
ii!  |crust  of  bread?” 

t “A  piece  of  bread,”  answered  Midas,  “ is  worth  all 
a |e  gold  on  earth  !” 

T “ You  are  wiser  than  you  were,  King  Midas  !”  said 
rt  e stranger,  looking  seriously  at  him.  “ Your  own 
id  art,  I see,  has  not  been  quite  changed  from  flesh  to 
\(  Id.  Were  it  so,  your  case  indeed  would  be  hopeless. 
I it  you  appear  to  be  still  able  to  understand  that 
t e commonest  things,  such  as  lie  within  everybody’s 
i asp,  are  more  valuable  than  the  riches  which  so 
p,ny  mortals  sigh  and  struggle  after.  Tell  me  now, 
1 i you  sincerely  desire  to  rid  yourself  of  this  Golden 
3 « >uch  ? ” 

k “ It  is  hateful  to  me,”  replied  Midas. 

“ Go,  then,”  said  the  stranger,  “ and  plunge  into  the 
le  irer  that  glides  past  the  bottom  of  your  garden. 
1}  ike  likewise  a vase  of  the  same  water,  and  sprinkle 
a |over  any  object  that  you  may  desire  to  change  back 
i ;ain  from  gold  into  its  former  substance.  If  you  do 
ci  jis  in  earnestness,  it  may  repair  the  mischief  which 
ur  avarice  has  caused.” 

1 (King  Midas  bowed  low;  and  when  he  lifted  his 
j ad,  the  stranger  was  gone. 

You  will  easily  believe  that  Midas  lost  no  time  in 
atching  up  a great  earthen  pitcher — but,  alas  me ! 
u was  no  longer  earthen  after  he  touched  it — and 
i .stening  to  the  river  side.  On  reaching  the  river’s 
(I  fink,  he  plunged  headlong  in.  Then,  as  he  dipped 
e pitcher  into  the  water,  it  gladdened  his  very  heart 
see  it  change  from  gold  into  the  same  good  honest 
f!  irthen  vessel  which  it  had  been  before  he  touched  it. 
fl  e felt  also  a change  within  himself.  A cold,  hard, 
I ^d  heavy  weight  seemed  to  have  gone  out  of  his 
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bosom.  Seeing  a violet  that  grew  on  the  banks  of  t 
river,  Midas  touched  it  with  his  finger,  and  was  ove 
joyed  to  find  that  the  delicate  flower  retained  its  purp 
hue,  instead  of  undergoing  a yellow  blight.  The  cui 
of  the  Golden  Touch  had,  therefore,  really  been  i 
moved  from  him. 

King  Midas  hastened  back  to  the  palace ; and 
suppose  the  servants  knew  not  what  to  make  of 
when  they  saw  their  royal  master  so  carefully  brin 
ing  home  an  earthen  pitcher  of  water. 

When  he  had  sprink'ed  everything  his  touch  h 
changed  to  gold,  and  it  had  become  as  it  was  befo: 
he  went  into  the  garden,  where  he  threw  the  rest 
the  water  over  the  rose-bushes,  and  with  such  go 
effect,  that  above  five  thousand  roses  recovered  thi 
beautiful  bloom. 

And  so  ends  the  story  of  King  Midas  and  t 
Golden  Touch. 


HOHENLINDEN. 

On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low, 

All  bloodless  lay  the  untrodden  snow ; 
And  dark  as  winter  was  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

But  Linden  saw  another  sight, 

When  the  drum  beat  at  dead  of  night, 
Commanding  fires  of  death  to  light 
The  darkness  of  her  scenery. 

By  torch  and  trumpet  fast  array’d, 

Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade, 

And  furious  every  charger  neigh’d, 

To  join  the  dreadful  revelry. 

Then  shook  the  hills,  with  thunder  riven; 
Then  flew  the  steed,  to  battle  driven ; 
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And,  louder  than  the  bolts  of  heaven, 

Far  flash'd  the  red  artillery. 

But  redder  yet  that  light  shall  glow. 

On  Linden’s  hills  of  stainhd  snow ; 

And  bloodier  yet  the  torrent  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

’Tis  morn  ; but  scarce  yon  level  sun 
Can  pierce  the  war-clouds,  rolling  dun. 

Where  furious  Frank  and  fiery  Hun 
Shout  in  their  sulph’rous  canopy. 

The  combat  deepens.  On,  ye  brave. 

Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave ! 

Wave,  Munich,  all  thy  banners  wave. 

And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry ! 

Few,  few  shall  part,  where  many  meet ! 

The  snow  shall  be  their  winding-sheet, 

And  every  turf  beneath  their  feet 
Shall  be  a soldier’s  sepulchre ! 

-—Campbell. 


THE  SAW  AND  THE  AXE. 

lRLY  one  spring  morning,  when  the  sun  had  scarcely 
lted  the  hoar-frost  from  the  brown  face  of  the 
inkled  earth,  an  old  axe  happened  to  fall  in  with  a 
There  was  a “ cutting  air  ” abroad,  that  thread- 
ed the  newly-shaven  chin  with  chaps  ! 

‘ Ah  ! my  old  blade  ! ” said  the  Axe,  “ how  goes  it 
th  you  ? I came  purposely  to  see  how  you  do.” 

“ I really  feel  much  obliged  to  you,”  said  the  Saw, 
put  am  sorry  to  say  that  my  teeth  are  very  bad.  My 
ster  has  sent  for  the  doctor,  who,  (between  you  and 
e,)  is  no  better  than  an  ‘ old  file!*  I was  in  the 
rkshop  last  night,  where  ” — — — 
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“Where,  no  doubt,  you  saw  a great  deal ” facetious! 
interrupted  the  Axe. 

The  saw  showed  his  teeth  in  a sort  of  grin  betwix 
melancholy  and  mirth,  and  resumed — 

“ Why,  I may  say  so  with  some  truth  ; and  I con 
sider  it  no  more  than  a duty  I owe  Mr  Carpenter  t 
do  as  much  as  I can,  in  spite  of  my  teeth,  for  he  i 
really  liberal — in  point  of  hoard." 

“ And  do  you  never  grow  rusty  ? ” asked  the  Axe. 

“ Not  with  over  work,”  replied  the  Saw ; “and,  indeet 
I have  always  found  that  constant  employment  bes 
preserves  our  polish  ; which,  after  all,  is  only  artificial 
“ You  are  quite  a philosopher.” 

“Not  exactly  so  ; for  I sometimes  do  grow  exceed 
ingly  hot,  and  lose  my  temper" 

“ And  what  says  your  master  ? n 
“Why,  he  generously  desists  a while,  and  I soo 
grow  cool  again,  and  then  I cut  away  like  a raze 
through  a piece  of  mottled  soap  ! ” 

“ You  are  a happy  fellow,”  said  the  Axe.  “ Ho1 
differently  am  I situated.  My  master  is  a ‘ choppin 
hoy,'  with  a thick  block,  which  is  tantamount  to  say  in 
he  is  a fat  fooL  He  is  very  sharp  with  me  sometimes 
and  when  he  finds  I am  inclined  to  be  blunt,  he  grim 
me  most  cruelly.” 

“ Alas  ! ” cried  the  Saw  ; “it’s  the  way  of  the  worli 
my  friend ; for  I have  invariably  remarked  that  1 1 
rich  always  grind  the  poor  for  the  sake  of  the  ‘chips' 
“ Bravo  ! ” exclaimed  the  Axe. 

“ You  see  I Ve  not  lived  in  the  world  all  this  tim 
without  getting  a notch  or  two,”  said  the  Saw. 

“ Nor  I either,”  replied  the  Axe ; “ although  i 
obtaining  the  said  notches  I have  not  only  lost  n 
courage,  but  a portion  of  my  metal  too  ! ” 

“Well,  I never  saw  /”  exclaimed  his  friend  ; “ ho 
you  talk  ! I am  sure  your  teeth  do  not  give  you  an 
trouble,  at  any  rate.” 

“ I ax  your  pardon,  old  boy,”  remonstrated  the  Axr 


THIRD  BOOK  OF  READING  LESSONS. 


279 


[or,  although  I do  not  complain  of  my  teeth  exactly, 
[f  chops  give  me  a considerable  deal  of  trouble,  I can 

|i  you.’'  , 

The  Saw  grinned  an  approval  of  the  Axe  s wit. 

Peace  !”  exclaimed  the  Axe.  “Here  comes  Mr 
irpenter ; so  ‘don’t  show  your  teeth,  till  you  can 

I believe  that  is  the  maxim  of  a relation  of 

jurs?” 

Not  a relation,”  said  the  other  ; “ though  they  are 
e words  of  a “ wise  old  saw  ! ” 


TRAVELLERS’  WONDERS. 


ne  winter’s  evening,  as  Captain  Compass  was  sitting 
y the  fireside  with  his  children  all  around  him,  little 
ack  said  to  him,  “ Papa,  pray  tell  us  some  stories 
bout  what  you  have  seen  in  your  voyages.  I have 
jeen  vastly  entertained,  whilst  you  were  abroad,  with 
Culliver’s  Travels/  and  the  ‘ Adventures  of  Sinbad  the 
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Bailor;’  and  I think  as  you  have  gone  round  and  rounc  ? 
the  world,  you  must  have  met  with  things  as  wonder  ait 
ful  as  they  did.”  ♦ * 

" No,  my  dear,”  said  the  captain,  “ I never  met  witl  ba 
Lilliputians  or  Brobdignagiaus,  I assure  you;  anc  |« 
never  saw  the  black  loadstone  mountain,  or  the  vallej  [tl 
of  diamonds ; but,  to  be  sure,  I have  seen  a grea  w 
variety  of  people,  and  their  different  manners  and  way  Ijs 
of  living ; and  if  it  will  be  any  entertainment  to  you  rer 
I will  tell  you  some  curious  particulars  of  what  I ob  [is 
served.”  j ^ 

“ Pray  do,  papa,”  cried  Jack,  and  all  his  brother! 
and  sisters.  So  they  drew  close  round  him,  and  hi  pis 
began  as  follows 

“ Well,  then,  Iwas  once,  about  this  time  of  the  yeai 
in  a country  where  it  was  very  cold,  and  the  poor  in 
habitants  had  much  ado  to  keep  themselves  fron 
starving.  They  were  clad  partly  in  the  skins  of  beasts 
made  smooth  and  soft  by  a particular  art,  but  chieflj 
in  garments  made  from  the  outer  covering  of  a middle 
sized  quadruped,  which  they  were  so  cruel  as  to  strij 
off  his  back  while  he  was  alive.  They  dwelt  in  habit 
ations,  part  of  which  were  9unk  under  ground.  Th< 
materials  were  either  stones,  or  earth  hardened  by  fire 
and  so  violent,  in  that  country,  were  the  storms  o 
wind  and  rain,  that  many  of  them  covered  their  root  lei 
all  over  with  stones.  The  walls  of  their  houses  hat 
holes  to  let  in  the  light ; but  to  prevent  the  cold  ah 
and  wet  from  coming  in,  they  were  covered  with  a sor 
of  transparent  stone,  made  artificially  of  melted  sane 
or  flints.  As  wood  was  rather  scarce,  I know  no 
what  they  would  have  done  for  firing,  had  they  no 
discovered  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth  a very  extraor  f 
dinary  kind  of  stone,  which,  when  put  among  burning  L 
wood,  caught  fire  and  flamed  like  a torch.”  t<j 

“Dear  me,”  said  Jack,  “what  a wonderful  stona  e 
I suppose  it  was  somewhat  like  what  we  call  firestone!  It 
that  shine  so  when  we  rub  them  together.”  ’ te 
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IplM  don’t  think  they  would  burn,”  replied  the  cap- 
I in  ; “ besides,  they  are  of  a darker  color. 
j|  “ Well,  but  their  diet  too  was  remarkable.  Some  of 
Jem  ate  fish  that  had  been  hung  up  in  the  smoke,  till 
was  quite  dry  and  hard  ; and  along  with  it  they  ate 
idler  the  roots  of  plants,  or  a sort  of  coarse  black  cake 
ade  of  powdered  seeds.  These  were  the  poorer 
ass ; the  richer  had  a white  kind  of  cake,  which  they 
sre  fond  of  daubing  over  with  a greasy  matter  that 
is  the  product  of  a large  animal  among  them.  This 
lease  they  used,  too,  in  almost  all  their  dishes,  and, 
hen  fresh,  it  really  was  not  unpalatable.  They  like— 
jse  devoured  the  flesh  of  many  birds  and  beasts, 
len  they  could  get  it ; and  ate  the  leaves  and  other 
rts  of  a variety  of  vegetables  growing  in  the  country, 
me  absolutely  raw,  others  variously  prepared  by  the 
of  fire>  i -Another  great  article  of  food  was  the  curd 
j milk,  pressed  into  a hard  mass  and  salted.  This 
d so  rank  a smell,  that  persons  of  weak  stomachs 
;en  could  not  bear  to  come  ne&r  it.  FoTclrink,  they 
great  use  of’ water,  in  wEIch  certain  dry  leaves 
d been  steeped.  These  leaves,  I was  told,  came 
>m  a great  distance.  They  had  likewise  a method  of 
sparing  a grass-like  plant  steeped  in  water,  with  the 

Elition  of  a bitter  herb,  and  then  set  to  work  or  fer- 
nt,  I was  prevailed  upon  to  taste  it,  and  thought 
at  first  nauseous  enough,  but  in  time  I liked  it 
3tty  well.  When  a large  quantity  of  the  ingredients 
used,  it  becomes  perfectly  intoxicating.  But  what 
;onished  me  most  was  their  use  of  a liquor  so  ex- 

I “lively  hot  and  pungent  that.it  seems  like  liquid 
3*  I once  got  a mouthful  of  it  by  mistake,  taking 
for  water,  which  it  resembles  in  appearance ; but  I 
Dught  it  would  instantly  have  taken  away  my  breath, 
deed,  people  are  not  unfrequently  killed  by  it ; and 
t many  of  them  will  swallow  it  greedily  whenever 
sy  can  get  it,*  This,  too,  is  said  to  be  prepared  from 
p seeds  above  mentioned,  which  are  innocent  and 
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salutary  in  their  natural  state,  though  made  to  yie 
such  a pernicious  juice.  The  strangest  custom,  that 
believe  prevails  in  any  nation,  I found  here ; whi( 
was,  that  some  take  a mighty  pleasure  in  filling  the 
•mouths  full  of  abominable  smoke;  and  others,  : 
thrusting  a nasty  powder  up  their  nostrils.” 

“I  should  think  it  would  choke  them/'  said  Jack. 

“ It  almost  choked  me,”  answered  his  father,  “ on 
to  stand  by  while  they  did  it ; but  use,  it  is  truly  sai 
is  second  nature. 

“ I was  glad  enough  to  leave  this  cold  climate ; ai 
about  half  a year  after,  I fell  in  with  a people  enjoyii 
a delicious  temperature  of  air,  and  a country  full 
beauty  and  verdure.  The  trees  and  shrubs  are  fu 
nished  with  a great  variety  of  fruits,  which,  with  otlii 
vegetable  products,  constituted  a large  part  of  the  fo( 
of  the  inhabitants.  I particularly  relished  certa 
berries  growing  in  bunches,  some  white,  and  some  re 
of  a pleasant  sourish  taste,  and  so  transparent  that  oi 
might  see  the  seed  at  their  very  centre.  Here  we: 
whole  fields  full  of  extremely  odoriferous  flowers,  whic 
they  told  me,  were  succeeded  by  pods  bearing  seed 
that  afforded  good  nourishment  to  man  and  beast, 
great  variety  of  birds  enlivened  the  groves  and  wood: 
among  which  I was  entertained  with  one,  that,  withoi 
any  teaching,  spoke  almost  as  articulately  as  a parrc 
though  indeed  it  was  all  the  repetition  of  a sing 
word.  The  people  were  tolerably  gentle  and  civilize 
and  possessed  many  of  the  arts  of  life.  Their  dre 
was  very  various.  Many  were  clad  only  in  a thin  clot 
made  of  the  long  fibres  of  the  stalks  of  a plant  cult 
vated  for  the  purpose,  which  they  prepared  by  soaldi 
in  water,  and  then  beating  with  large  mallets^  Othe 
wore  cloth  woven  from  a sort  of  vegetable  wool  growii 
in  pods  upon  bushes.  But  the  most  singular  materi 
was  a fine  glossy  stuff,  used  chiefly  by  the  richer  classe 
which,  as  I was  credibly  informed,  is  manufacture 
out  of  the  webs  of  caterpillars ; a most  wonderfi 
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f'  rcumstance,  if  we  consider  the  immense  number  of 
iterpillars  necessary  to  the  production  of  so  large  a 
1 tiantity  of  stuff  as  I saw  used.  These  people  are  very 
■ntastic  in  their  dress,  especially  the  women,  whose 
iparel  consists  of  a great  number  of  articles  impos- 
tale  -to  be  described,  and  strangely  disguising  the 
itural  form  of  the  body.  In  some  instances  they 
em.  very  cleanly ; but  in  others,  the  Hottentots  can 
arce  go  beyond  them ; particularly  in  the  manage- 
ent  of  their  hair,  which  is  all  matted  and  stiffened 
ith  the  fat  of  the  swine  and  other  animals,,  mixed  up 
jj"  ith  powders  of  various  colors  and  ingredierits.  Like 
lost  Indian  nations,  they  use  feathers  in  the  head- 
1 :ess.  One  thing  surprised  me  much,  which  was,  that 
''  ley  bring  up  in  their  houses  an  animal  of  the  tiger 
md,  with  formidable  teeth  and  claws,  which,  notwith- 
ianding  its  natural  ferocity,  is  played  with  and  caressed 
ly  the  most  timid  and  delicate  of  their  women." 

“Iam  sure  I would  not  play  with  it,"  said  Jack. 

! “ Why,  you  might  chance  to  get  an  ugly  scratch,  if 
Ou  did,”  said  the  captain. 

! “ The  language  of  this  nation  seems  very  harsh  and 
^intelligible  to  a foreigner,  yet  they  converse  among 
be  another  with  great  ease  and  quickness.  One  of 
e oddest  customs  is  that  which  men  use  on  saluting 
ch  other.  Let  the  weather  be  what  it  will,  they  un- 
ver  their  heads,  and  remain  uncovered  for  some  time, 
they  mean  to  be  extraordinary  respectful." 

“ Why,  that ’s  like  pulling  off  our  hats,"  said  Jack. 
“Ah,  ah!  papa,"  cried  Betsy,  “I  have  found  you 
t.  You  have  been  telling  us  of  our  own  country,  and 
hat  is  done  at  home,  all  this  while.” 

“But,"  said  Jack,  “we  don't  burn  stones,  or  eat 
rease  and  powdered  seeds,  or  wear  skins  and  cater- 
pillars’ webs,  or  play  with  tigers.," 

“ No ! " said  the  captain ; “ pray  what  are  coals  but 
tones;  and  is  not  butter,  grease;  and  corn,  seeds ; 
nd  leather,  skins;  and  silk,  the  web  of  a kind  of 
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caterpillar ; and  may  we  not  as  well  call  a cat  . 
animal  of  the  tiger-kind,  as  a tiger  an  animal  of  t 
cat-kind  ? So,  if  you  recollect  what  I have  been  <3 
scribing,  you  will  find,  with  Betsy’s  help,  that  all  t 
other  wonderful  things  I have  told  you  of  are  matte 
familiar  among  ourselve^  But  I mean  to  show  yc 
that  a foreigner  might  easily  represent  everything 
equally  strange  and  wonderful  among  us,  as  we  cou 
do  with  respect  to  his  country ; and  also  to  make  y 
sensible  that  we  daily  call  a great  many  things  by  th< 
names,  without  inquiring  into  their  nature  and  pr 
perties ; so  that,  in  reality,  it  is  only  the  names,  a: 
not  the  things  themselves,  with  which  we  are  2 
quainted.”  — Evenings  at  Home. 


BINGEN  ON  THE  RHINE. 

A SOLDIEE  of  the  Legion  lay  dying  in  Algiers, 

' There  was  lack  of  woman’s  nursing,  there  was  dearth 
woman’s  tears ; 

But  a comrade  stood  beside  him,  while  his  life-blo 
ebb’d  away, 

And  bent,  with  pitying  glances,  to  hear  what  he  mig 
say. 

The  dying  soldier  falter’d,  as  he  took  that  comrad< 
hand, 

And  he  said : “ I never  more  shall  see  my  own,  e 
native  land ; 

Take  a message  and  a token  to  some  distant  friends 
mine. 

For  I was  born  at  Bingen — at  Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 

“ Tell  my  brothers  and  companions,  when  they  me 
and  crowd  around. 

To  hear  my  mournful  story,  in  the  pleasant  vineyai 
ground. 
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hat  we  fought  the  battle  bravely;  and  when  the  day 
was  done, 

illy  many  a corpse  lay  ghastly  pale  beneath  the  setting 
sun. 

nd  midst  the  dead  and  dying  were  some  grown  old  in 
wars — - 

e death-wound  on  their  gallant  breasts,  the  last  of 
many  scars ; 

jut  some  were  young,  and  suddenly  beheld  life’s  morn 
decline ; 

nd  one  had  come  from  Bingen — fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 

(Tell  my  mother  that  her  other  sons  shall  comfort  her 
old  age, 

ndl  was  aye  a truant  bird,  that  thought  his  home  a cage ; 
ir  my  father  was  a soldier,  and,  even  as  a child, 
y heart  leap’d  forth  to  hear  him  tell  of  struggles 
fierce  and  wild ; 
nd  when  he  died,  and  left  us  to  divide  his  scanty  hoard, 
let  them  take  whate’er  they  would,  but  kept  my 
father’s  sword; 

nd  with  boyish  love  I hung  it  where  the  bright  light 
used  to  shine, 

n the  village-wall  at  Bingen' — calm  Bingen  on  the 
Rhine ! 

Tell  my  sister  not  to  weep  for  me,  and  sob  with 
drooping  head, 

/"hen  the  troops  are  marching  home  again,  with  glad 
and  gallant  tread ; 
ut  to  look  upon  them  proudly,  with  a calm  and  stead- 
fast eye, 

r her  brother  was  a soldier  too,  and  not  afraid  to  die. 
nd  if  a comrade  seek  her  love,  I ask  her  in  my  name 
|o  listen  to  him  kindly,  without  regret  or  shame ; 
d to  hang  the  old  sword  in  its  place,  (my  father’s 
sword  and  mine,) 

or  the  honor  of  old  Bingen— dear  Bingen  on  the 
Rhine! 
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“There’s  another — not  a sister;  in  the  happy  d; 
gone  by. 

You ’d  have  known  her  by  the  merriment  that  spark 
in  her  eye ; 

Too  innocent  for  coquetry — too  fond  for  idle  scornin 

0 friend,  I fear  the  lightest  heart  makes  sometin 

heaviest  mourning ! 

Tell  her  the  last  night  of  my  life  (for  ere  this  moon  berk 

My  body  will  be  out  of  pain — my  soul  be  out  of  prist 

1 dream’ d I stood  with  her,  and  saw  the  yellow  si 

light  shine 

On  the  vine- clad  hills  of  Bingen — fair  Bingen  on  1 
Rhine ! 

“ I saw  the  blue  Rhine  sweep  along ; I heard,  or  seer 
to  hear. 

The  German  songs  we  used  to  sing  in  chorus  sweet  a 
clear ; 

And  down  the  pleasant  river,  and  up  the  slanting  hi 

The  echoing  chorus  sounded,  through  the  evening  ca 
and  still ; 

And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me,  as  we  pass’d  w 
friendly  talk 

Down  many  a path  beloved  of  yore,  and  well-reme: 
ber’d  walk ; 

And  her  little  hand  lay  lightly,  confidingly  in  mine ; 

But  we  ’ll  meet  no  more  at  Bingen — loved  Bingen 
the  Rhine !” 

His  voice  grew  faint  and  hoarser  ; his  grasp  was  chi 
ish  weak; 

His  eyes  put  on  a dying  look ; he  sigh’d,  and  cea; 
to  speak. 

His  comrade  bent  to  lift  him.butthe  spark  of  life  had  fl 

The  soldier  of  the  Legion  in  a foreign  land — was  dea 

And  the  soft  moon  rose  up  slowly,  and  calmly  £ 
look’d  down 

On  the  red  sand  of  the  battle-field,  with  bloody  corpi 
strown  ; 
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;ea,  calmly  on  that  dreadful  scene  her  pale  light  seem’d 
' to  shine, 

it  shone  on  distant  Bingen — fair  Bingen  on  th« 
Rhine ! — Hon.  Mrs  Norton. 


FREDERICK  THE  GREAT. 


I TEDERICK  the  Great,  king  of  Prussia,  having  rung 
bell  one  day,  and  nobody  answering,  opened  the 
. ior  where  his  servant  was  usually  in  waiting,  and 
or  j und  him  asleep  on  a sofa.  He  was  going  to  awake 
in,  when  he  perceived  the  end  of  a billet  or  letter 
Inging  out  of  his  pocket.  Having  the  curiosity  to 
low  its  contents,  he  took  and  read  it,  and  found  it 
as  a letter  from  his  mother,  thanking  him  for  having 
nt  her  a part  of  his  wages  to  assist  her  in  her  dis- 
, and  concluding  with  beseeching  God  to  bless 
m for  his  filial  attention  to  her  wants.  The  king  re- 
rned  softly  to  his  room,  took  a roll  of  ducats,  and 
.d  them  with  the  letter  into  the  page’s-  pocket.  Re- 
1 1 rning  to  his  apartment,  he  rung  so  violently  that  the 
ige  awoke,  opened  the  door  mid  entered. 

“ You  have  slept  well,”  said  the  king. 

The  page  made  an  apology,  and,  in  his  embarrass- 
ent,  happened  to  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  felt 
1th  astonishment  the  roll.  He  drew  it  out,  turned 
lie,  and  looking  at  the  king,  burst  out  into  tears, 
thout  being  able  to  speak  a word. 

•‘What  is  the  matter?”  asked  the  king.  "What 

Jfls  you?”. 

“ Ah ! sir,”  said  the  young  man,  throwing  himself  at 
Jfs  feet,  “ somebody  has  wished  to  ruin  me.  I know 
>t  how  I came  by  this  money  in  my  pocket.” 

“ My  friend,”  said  Frederick,  “ God  often  sends  us 
lod  in  our  sleep : send  the  money  to  your  mother ; 
lute  her  in  my  name ; and  assure  her  that  I shall 
,ke  care  of  her  and  you.” 
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This  story  furnishes  an  excellent  instance  of 
gratitude  and  duty  which  children  owe  to  their  ag 
infirm,  or  unfortunate  parents.  And  if  the  children 
such  parents  will  follow  the  example  of  Frederic 
servant,  though  they  may  not  meet  with  the  rewi 
that  was  conferred  on  him,  they  shall  be  amply  reco 
pensed  by  the  pleasing  testimony  of  their  own  min 
and  by  that  God  who  approves,  as  He  has  command 
every  expression  of  filial  love. 


THE  CHESAPEAKE  AND  THE  SHANNON. 


“And  as  the  war  they  did  provoke, 

We  ’ll  pay  them  with  our  cannon  ; 

The  first  to  do  it  will  be  Broke, 

In  the  gallant  ship  the  Shannon — Old  Song. 

The  1st  of  June  has  long  been  a glorious  day  in  t 
annals  of  the  British  navy.  It  was  then,  in  the  yt 
1 665,  that  the  Duke  of  York  and  Sir  William  Pe 
defeated  the  Dutch  Fleet  at  Solebay ; and  on  the  sai 
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ay,  in  1794,  Lord  Howe  gained  his  famous  victory 
a!  Ver  the  French.  But  the  1st  of  June  upon  which  our 
rc!  jory  opens  was  that  of  1813,  the  second  year  of  the 
illi:  Lmerican  war.  Great  Britain  had,  for  many  years, 
M een  engaged  in  an  unequal  contest  with  the  giant 
et  ower  of  the  first  Napoleon;  victorious  upon  her 
lllf  i lative  element,  she  was  also  driving  his  armies  from 
j fie  soil  of  Spain,  and  was  tasking  all  her  powers  in 
ien  and  money  to  the  utmost,  in  order  to  bring  a long 
nd  exhaustive  struggle  to  a happy  conclusion.  Tak- 
I ]g  advantage  of  her  embarrassed  situation,  the  new 
| epublic  of  the  United  States  availed  itself  of  a sup- 
| osed  insult  which  Great  Britain  had  offered  in  search- 
| lg  its  ships  for  naval  deserters,  and  declared  war  on 

I he  18th  of  June  1812,  exactly  three  years  before  the 
iattle  of  Waterloo.  Then  commenced  a sad  and  unjust 
far ; sad,  because  it  was  between  people  of  the  same 
lood  and  language ; and  unjust,  because  the  Ameri- 
ans  had  no  real  ground  of  provocation.  The  United 
itates  carried  on  the  war  both  by  land  and  by  sea, 
ivading  Canada  with  their  armies,  and  attacking 
British  frigates  and  merchant  vessels  upon  the  ocean, 
fo  large  men-of-war  could  be  spared  from  their  duty 
pon  the  European  coast  to  oppose  the  ships  of  the 
nemy,  which,  on  account  of  their  superior  size  and 
rmament,  had  already  succeeded  in  capturing  several 
f the  smaller  British  craft.  “ England  had  so  long 
egarded  her  naval  supremacy  as  indisputable,  and  had 
|)een  rendered  so  confident  by  a long  series  of  ocean 
fictories,  that,  at  first,  she  treated  the  American  war 
|vith  undisguised  contempt.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
Americans  introduced  into  their  military  operations 
jhe  same  * smartness  ’ which  characterized  their  com- 
nercial  dealings,  and,  aware  of  the  importance  of 
lamaging  the  world’s  belief  in  England’s  invincibility, 

I hey  quickly  put  to  sea  several  powerful  men-of-war, 
teavily  armed  and  fully  manned,  which  they,  never- 
heless,  designated  ‘ frigates  ’ and  ‘ sloops.’  It  wa3 
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then  with  a burst  of  indignation,  wrath,  and  worn 
that  England  heard  of  disgrace  after  disgrace,  di 
upon  disaster, — of  English  frigates  captured  by  Am 
can  frigates,  and  English  sloops  by  American  sloop 
until  it  seemed  as  if  the  boasted  prowess  of  our  sai 
had  suddenly  disappeared,  and  the  knell  of  Englai 
power  was  to  be  rung  by  her  youthful  and  aggresi 
offspring.  The  war  spirit,  which  had  hitherto  si 
bered  in  the  Saxon  heart,  shot  up  into  a sudden  fla 
and  from  north  to  south,  and  east  to  west,  went  fo: 
the  cry  that  the  honor  of  England  must  be  aven 
It  was  while  public  feeling  was  thus  unnatur, 
excited,  that  a single  ship  restored  the  old  and  j 
belief  in  our  maritime  renown.  That  ship  was 
frigate  Shannon,  whose  gallant  encounter  with 
Chesapeake  is  one  of  the  most  stirring  episodes  in 
our  naval  history.” 

“On  the  21st  of  March  1813,  Captain  Broke  sai] 
from  Halifax,  in  company  with  a frigate  of  the  sai 
size  as  the  Shannon , the  Tenedos,  commanded  by 
equally  zealous  officer,  Captain  Hyde  Parker.  Looki 
into  Boston  harbor,  the  two  British  captains  saw, 
their  great  delight,  two  heavily-anned  United  Stat 
frigates,  the  President  and  the  Congress,  ready  for  s( 
Notwithstanding  the  disparity  of  force,  they  resolve 
if  possible,  to  engage  the  Americans,  and  took  up 
station  off  the  harbor  to  intercept  their  escap 
Meanwhile,  by  another  channel,  the  American  36-gu 
frigate  Chesapeake  had  rim  into  port.  During  a thic 
fog  on  the  1st  of  May,  the  two  Americans  contrived 
elude  the  vigilance  of  their  sentinels,  and  put  out 
sea ; and  the  English  captains  had  the  mortification 
finding  only  the  Chesapeake  left  in  the  harbor.  Th 
were  too  brave  to  think  of  opposing  their  unit 
strength  to  a single  frigate,  and,  moreover,  it 
evident  that  the  Chesapeake  would  hardly  ventu 
from  her  place  of  shelter  to  encounter  two  Britisl 
ships  of  war.  Captain  Broke,  therefore,  as  seni 
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fficer,  ordered  the  Tenedos  to  proceed  on  a cruise,  with 
1 istructions  not  to  rejoin  him  until  the  14th  of  June.’* 
^ i During  the  long  month  of  May  the  Shannon 
l0P;jflockaded  Boston  harbor,  waiting  for  the  Chesapeake 
sa‘|o  come  out  and  fight  a fair  battle  upon  the  open  sea. 

! Fhe  two  ships  were  well  matched,  but  the  advantage 
resi  r yas  on  the  side  of  the  American ; for,  although  it  had 
%o  more  guns  than  the  British  ship,  they  were  of 
to  heavier  calibre,  and  threw  not  only  the  legitimate  shot 
'Hnd  ball,  but  star  and  chain  shot,  with  other  equally 
•P'  I langerous  and  barbarous  missiles.  Its  crew,  also,  was 

1 tronger  than  that  of  the  Shannon  by  seventy  men, 

I nd  the  vessel  was  about  seventy  tons  larger,  so  that 
me  would  have  thought  Captain  Lawrence  had  little 
o fear  in  the  event  of  an  encounter.  In  spite,  how- 
ver,  of  the  many  challenges  which  Captain  Broke  sent 
o him  during  the  month  of  May,  he  obstinately 
efused  to  emerge  from  his  secure  position  in  Boston 
sj|f arbor.  About  noon,  however,  on  the  1st  day  of 

une,  just  as  Captain  Broke  had  sent  off  a discharged 
>risoner  with  a formal  challenge  to  the  commander 
the  Chesapeake,  that  vessel  set  sail  from  the  har- 
bor, accompanied  by  a large  fleet  of  pleasure-boats, 
n which  the  good  people  of  Boston  expected  to  witness 
great  naval  victory ; and  so  they  did,  but,  unfor- 
unately  for  them,  the  victory  was  on  the  wrong  side. 
?ive  long  anxious  hours  were  spent  by  both  vessels  in 
etting  out  into  the  open  sea,  so  that  they  might  there 
ight  a fair  battle  upon  neutral  waters.  When  about 
ix  leagues’  distance  from  the  harbor,  the  Shannon  lay 
o and  waited  for  the  Chesapeake  to  come  within  range. 
)n  she  came  with  a fair  wind,  the  stars  and  stripes 
lying  gaily  from  the  mizzen  royal  topmasthead,  the 
)eak,  and  the  main  rigging;  contrasting  strangely 
Svith  the  Shannon’s  plain  union-jack  at  the  fore,  and 
ier  “ old  rusty  blue  ensign  at  the  mizzen  peak.”  But 
)ld  and  rusty  as  the  British  colors  were,  they  were 
svorth  all  the  bran  new  bunting  in  the  world,  for  the 
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flag  was  there  “ that  has  braved  a thousand  years 
battle  and  the  breeze”  In  addition  to  the  ensi< 
above  mentioned,  the  Chesapeake  hung  out  at  the  f 
a large  white  flag,  inscribed  with  the  motto,  “ Sail< 
Bights  and  Free  Trade,”  which  the  Americans  foolis 
thought  would  make  the  British  tars  turn  traitors 
their  country.  About  a quarter  to  six  o’clock 
Chesapeake  came  up  within  fifty  yards  of  the  Sham 

“ As  they  drifted  on  their  path. 

There  was  silence  deep  as  death, 

And  the  boldest  held  his  breath 
For  a time.” 

Then  a cheer  arose  from  the  American  ship,  follow 
by  a shot  from  the  British  frigate.  Thirteen  su 
single  shots  passed  from  vessel  to  vessel,  followed 
crashing  timbers,  and  the  groans  of  wounded  a 
dying  men.  Then  the  Chesapeake  poured  in  a bros 
side ; the  Shannon  replied,  and,  for  a few  minut 
the  decks  of  the  opposing  frigates  were  swept  by  t 
iron  hail,  driving  the  men  from  their  quarters  in  whi 
no  human  being  could  live.  Now  a well-aimed  sk 
for  the  Shannon's  crew  are  splendid  gunners,  brio 
down  the  steersman  of  the  Chesapeake ; she  falls  sha 
to  the  wind,  and  exposes  herself  to  the  full  sweep 
the  British  fire.  Already  Captain  Lawrence  has  fall 
mortally  wounded,  exclaiming  with  his  last  breat 
“•Don’t  give  up  the  ship;”  for  he  was  a brave  m; 
and  a good  officer.  A terrible  volley  is  poured  in 
the  sternports  of  the  Chesapeake , and  the  secoi 
officer  in  command  wishes  to  get  the  vessel  away  fro 
her  gallant  British  enemy ; but  Broke  will  not  let  hii 
and  so  the  two  ships  fall  aboard  one  another.  “ La* 
them  together,”  cries  the  captain  of  the  Shannon,  ai 
brave  men  strive  to  bind  the  frigates  fast,  while  tl 
enemy  is  raining  musketry  upon  them,  and  Steven 
the  veteran  boatswain,  has  his  left  arm  literally  hackt 
oft*  with  repeated  swordcuts.  The  rest  of  the  Shannon 
crew  are  boarders ; the  Americans  are  expecting  thei 
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s|  id  a large  barrel  of  unslacked  lime  is  at  hand  to 
lsl  (row  in  the  faces  of  the  British  seamen ; but,  by  a 
i:  1st  retribution,  a shot  strikes  the  barrel,  and  its  cpn- 
ljl  nts  are  dashed  into  the  eyes  of  those  who  contrived 
to  le  cowardly  stratagem.  In  less  time  than  it  requires 
® i tell  the  story,  the  boarders  are  ready,  seamen  with 
: ike,  pistol,  and  cutlass,  and  marines  with  musket  and 
W iyonet.  Over  the  enemy’s  taffrail  they  go,  led  into 
I jition  by  Captain  Broke  and  Lieutenant  Watt,  and 
'Tin  upon  the  deck  of  the  Chesapeake.  Then  follows 
(scene  of  confusion  and  horror,  in  which  shots  and 
its  and  thrusts  are  succeeded  by  ghastly  wounds  and 
5:|i  ping  groans.  The  enemy  is  beaten  forward ; some 
5 1 scape  down  the  fore  hatchway,  others  over  the  bow, 
fl  I pd  others  throw  themselves  into  the  sea ; several 
■ - irrender  as  prisoners  of  war.  But  the  fight  is  not 
* i per.  A large  number  of  men  are  in  the  hold  ; they 
1 1 jre  through  the  hatchways  and  kill  a marine.  The 
' Uen  who  have  surrendered  take  up  arms  again  and 
1 1 Itack  Captain  Broke,  one  wounding  him  in  the  face 
it  ith  a pike,  another  laying  bare  his  skull  with  the 
if  utt-end  of  a musket,  and  a third  aiming  a blow  at 
im  with  a cutlass ; but  his  brave  seamen  cut  down 
fie  treacherous  Americans.  Lieutenant  Watt  now 
auls  down  the  stars  and  stripes,  and  on  the  halliards 
fends  a British  ensign  above  them.  The  halliards  are 
isted,  the  stars  and  stripes  rise  uppermost,  and  the 
hannon’s  gunners,  supposing  the  act  to  be  performed 
jy  the  enemy,  aim  at  the  lieutenant,  who  falls,  with 
ve  seamen,  the  victims  of  a melancholy  blunder.  The 
jiarines  fire  a volley  into  the  hold,  where  the  Americans 
ill  keep  up  a dropping  fire  upon  the  victorious  enemy, 
hen  follows  a summons  to  surrender  from  Captain 
roke,  who,  with  bandaged  head,  is  sitting  upon  a 
un-carriage.  Sullenly  they  comply,  the  British  flag 
oats  above  the  American  colors,  and  the  Chesapeake 
ecomes  the  prize  of  her  gallant  enemy.  In  this  fight 
I be  loss  of  the  United  States  was  one  hundred  and 
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seventy  men,  that  of  the  British  vessel  eighty 
three. 

It  was  some  little  time  before  the  shattered  frigate 
were  in  a fit  state  t n set  sail ; soon,  however,  they  wen 
repaired  and  made  their  way  to  Halifax.  Into  tha 
splendid  harbor  the  Shannon  entered  with  flyinj 
colors  and  her  well- won  prize  on  the  6 th  of  June 
amid  the  booming  of  artillery  and  the  cheers  of  loya 
British  subjects. 

“ The  moral  effect  of  this  memorable  action,  both  ii 
England  and  America,  was  immense ; it  restored  con 
fidence  to  the  public  mind  of  Great  Britain,  while  il 
proved  to  the  Americans  that  they  were  by  no  means 
able  to  contend  with  English  sailors,  when  the  terms 
were  at  all  equal.  "We  do  not  doubt  that  if  a parricidal 
war  should  again — which  God  forbid! — break  out 
between  the  mother  country  and  the  commonwealth, 
nurtured  of  'her  strength  and  bred  from  her  loins,  our 
seamen  would  still  maintain  the  honor  of  the  Red 
Cross,  and  repeat,  if  necessary,  that  gallant  encounter 
between  the  Shannon  and  the  Chesapeake,  which,  in 
the  stirring  times  of  the  great  war,  fired  with  patriotic 
ardor  the  hearts  of  our  forefathers,  and  reasserted  our 
sovereignty  of  the  seas ! ” 

— Adams’  Famous  Ships  of  the  British  Navy. 


HOME. 

There  is  a land,  of  every  land  the  pride, 
Beloved  by  Heaven,  o ’er  all  the  world  beside ; 
Where  brighter  suns  dispense  serener  light, 

And  milder  moons  emparadise  the  night ; 

A land  of  beauty,  virtue,  valor,  truth, 
Time-tutor’d  age,  and  love-exalted  youth  : 

The  wandering  mariner,  whose  eye  explores 
The  wealthiest  isles,  the  most  enchanting  shores. 
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Views  not  a realm  so  beautiful  and  fair, 

Nor  breathes  the  spirit  of  a purer  air ; 

In  every  clime  the  magnet  of  his  soul, 

Touch’d  by  remembrance,  trembles  to  that  pole  ; 
For  in  this  land  of  Heaven’s  peculiar  grace, 

The  heritage  of  nature’s  noblest  race, 

There  is  a spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 

A dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  rest, 

Where  mao,  creation’s  tyrant,  casts  aside 
His  sword  and  sceptre,  pageantry  and  pride, 
it  While  in  his  soften’d  looks  benignly  blend- 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  husband,  brother,  friend; 

| Here  woman  reigns  ; the  mother,  daughter,  wife, 
Strew  with  fresh  flowers  the  narrow  way  of  life  ! 

In  the  clear  heaven  of  her  delightful  eye, 

An  angel-guard  of  loves  and  graces  lie ; 

Around  her  knees  domestic  duties  meet, 

And  fireside  pleasures  gambol  at  her  feet : 

Where  shall  that  land,  that  spot  of  earth  be  found  ? 
Art  thou  a man  ? a patriot  ? look  around ; 

Oh,  thou  shalt  find,  howe’er  thy  footsteps  roam, 
That  land  thy  country,  and  that  spot  thy  home  ! 

— Montgomery. 


| HURRAH ! HURRAH  FOR  CANADA. 

Hurrah  ! hurrah  for  Canada, 

Her  woods  and  valleys  green ; 
Hurrah  for  dear  old  England, 

Hurrah  for  England’s  Queen ! 

Good  ships  be  on  her  waters, 

Firm  friends  upon  her  shores  ; 

Peace,  peace,  within  her  borders, 

And  plenty  in  her  stores  ! 

Right  loyally  we  ’re  singing, 

To  all  nations  make  it  knewn, 
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That  we  love  the  land  we  live  in, 
And  our  Queen  upon  her  throne. 
Long  may  the  sons  of  Canada, 
Continue  as  they 've  been, 

True  to  their  native  country. 

And  faithful  to  their  Queen. 


WESTMINSTER  ABBEY.  1 

When  I am  in  a serious  humor,  I very  often  walk  1 w 
myself  in  Westminster  Abbey,  where  the  gloominess  ft 
the  place  and  the  use  to  which  it  is  applied,  with  tl  ft 
solemnity  of  the  building  and  the  condition  of  tl  fe 
people  who  lie  in  it,  are  apt  to  fill  the  mind  with  a kin  L 
of  melancholy,  or  rather  thoughtfulness,  that  is  u ft 
disagreeable.  I yesterday  passed  the  whole  aftemoc  ft 
in  the  churchyard,  the  cloisters,  and  the  church,  amusii  ft 
myself  with  the  tombstones  and  inscriptions  that  I mi  ft 
with  in  those  several  regions  of  the  dead.  Most  i % 
them  recorded  nothing  else  of  the  buried  person  bi  ri 
that  he  was  born  upon  one  day,  and  died  upon  ai 
other — the  whole  history  of  his  life  being  compr  i) 
hended  in  those  two  circumstances  that  are  common  i ft 
all  mankind.  I could  not  but  look  upon  these  registei  L 
of  existence,  whether  brass  or  marble,  as  a kind  ( 
satire  upon  the  departed  persons,  who  had  left  e 
other  memorial  of  them  but  that  they  were  born  an 
that  they  died. 

Upon  my  going  into  the  church,  I entertained  m3 
self  with  the  digging  of  a grave ; and  saw  in  ever 
shovel- full  of  it  that  was  thrown  up  the  fragment  of 
bone  or  skull,  intermixed  with  a kind  of  a fresh  mou 
dering  earth,  that  some  time  or  other  had  a place  il 
the  composition  of  a human  body.  Upon  this,  I bega* 
to  consider  with  myself  what  innumerable  multitude* 
of  people  lay  confused  together  under  the  pavement  ol 
that  ancient  cathedral, — how  men  and  women,  friendl 
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nd  enemies,  priests  and  soldiers,  monks  and  preben- 
aries,  were  crumbled  amongst  one  another,  and  blended 
pgether  in  the  same  common  mass, — how  beauty, 
trength,  and  youth,  with  old  age,  weakness,  and  de- 
irmity,  lay  undistinguished  in  the  same  promiscuous 
eap  of  matter ! 

I  know  that  entertainments  ot  this  nature  are  apt  to 
jiise  dark  and  dismal  thoughts  in  timorous  minds  and 
loomy  imaginations  ; but,  for  my  own  part,  though  I 
hi  always  serious,  I do  not  know  what  it  is  to  be  melan- 
holy,  and  can  therefore  take  a view  of  Nature  in  her 
iSi  leep  and  solemn  scene,  with  the  same  pleasure  as  in 
1 jer  most  gay  and  delightful  ones.  By  this  means  I 
tl||an  improve  myself  with  objects  which  others  consider 
01  j rith  terror.  When  I look  upon  the  tombs  of  the  great, 
1 kery  emotion  of  envy  dies  in  me ; when  I read  the 
epitaphs  of  the  beautiful,  every  inordinate  desire  goes 
® jut ; when  I meet  with  the  griefs  of  parents  upon  a 
m ombstone,  my  heart  melts  with  compassion ; when  I 
;il  je  the  tomb  of  the  parents  themselves,  I consider  the 
anity  of  grieving  for  those  whom  we  must  quickly 

I illow ; when  I see  kings  lying  by  those  who  deposed 

II  iem,  when  I consider  rival  wits  placed  side  by  side, 

II I t the  holy  men  that  divided  the  world  with  their  con- 
sts  and  disputes,  I reflect  with  sorrow  and  astonish- 

d I Lent  on  the  little  competitions,  factions,  and  debates 
: mankind.  When  I read  the  several  dates  of  the 
' )mbs,  of  some  that  died  yesterday  and  some  six  hun- 
red  years  ago,  I consider  that  great  day  when  we  shall 
jl  of  us  be  contemnoraries,  and  make  our  appearance 
«fl||)gether  t —Addison. 

of 
101 
» 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLO  WEES. 

he  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year, 
f wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and  meadows 
Jbrown  and  sear. 
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Heap'd  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  autumn  leav* 
lie  dead ; 

They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust  and  to  the  rabbit’s  treat 

The  robin  and  the  wren  are  flown,  and  from  the  shrub 
the  jay, 

And  from  the  wood-tqp  calls  the  crow  through  all  th 
gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young  flowers,  tha 
lately  sprang  and  stood 

In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a beauteous  sisterhood 

Alas  ! they  are  all  in  their  graves,  the  gentle  race  c 
flowers 

Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds,  with  the  fair  and  goo 
of  ours. 

The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie,  but  the  cold  Nc 
vember  rain 

Calls  not  from  out  the  gloomy  earth  the  lovely  ones  agaii 

The  wild-flower  and  the  violet,  they  perish’d  long  ago 

And  the  brier- rose  and  the  orchis  died  amid  the  sum 
mer  glow ; 

But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod,  and  the  aster  in  the  woot 

And  the  yellow  sunflower  by  the  brook  in  autuin 
beauty  stood, 

Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  clear  cold  heaven,  as  fall 
the  plague  on  men, 

And  the  brightness  of  their  smile  was  gone  from  up 
land,  glade,  and  glen. 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm  mild  day,  as  still  sud 
days  will  come, 

To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee  from  out  their  winte 
home ; 

When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts  is  heard,  thoug 
all  the  trees  are  still, 

And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waters  of  the  rill, 

The  south  wind  searches  for  the  flowers  whose  fragranc 
late  he  bore, 

And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood  and  by  the  streai 
no  more. 
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Lnd  then  I think  of  one  who  in  her  youthful  beauty 


'he  fair,  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and  faded  by  my 


n the  cold,  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when  the  forests 
ft  | cast  the  leaf, 

lnd  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a life  so 
ft  I brief : 

ret  not  unmeet  it  was  that  one,  like  that  young  friend 
)i  of  ours, 

o gentle  and  so  beautiful,  should  perish  with  the 
flowers. 


L thousand  years  ago — a royal  lady,  in  one  of  the 
ash-strewn  halls  of  her  rude  English  palace,  is  read- 
ii  jig  aloud  to  her  children  from  an  illuminated  manu- 
it  bript  of  Saxon  poetry. 

I j Among  the  group  of  eager  listeners  around  her  is  a 
joy  named  Alfred,  whose  eye  flashes  at  the  stirring 
i nd  heroic  thoughts  of  the  Saxon  verses.  The  royal 
[idy  is  his  step-mother,  wife  of  Ethelwolfe,  King  of 
njfie  West  Saxons.  Holding  out  the  book  in  her  hand. 


e offers  it  to  whichever  of  her  sons  shall  first  learn 
read  it. 


Alfred,  though  in  his  twelfth  year  and  a king's  son, 
as  not  been  taught  to  read.  Such,  however,  is  the 
oy’s  desire  to  gain  the  prize,  that  he  at  once  sets  to 
rork  to  master  the  Anglo-Saxon  letters.  Steadily 
ersevering  in  his  task,  ere  long  he  is  able  to  read  the 
ook,  and  triumphantly  claims  it  as  his  own.  That 
joy  is  the  future  King  of  England,  Alfred  the  Great, 
istly  esteemed  one  of  the  noblest  characters  that  grace 
lie  page  of  English  history.  He  was  born  in  848,  at 

I Vantage  in  Berkshire.  At  the  age  of  twenty-three, 
fter  the  death  of  his  father  and  his  three  elder  bro- 
kers, he  succeeded  to  the  throne  of  Wessex. 


died. 


side  : 


ALFRED  THE  GREAT. 
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From  the  very  first  he  was  engaged  in  fierce  struggle 
with  the  Dames,  and  other  Northmen,  who  at  that  tim 
frequently  landed  on  the  coasts  of  England. 

In  878,  these  rovers  of  the  German  Ocean  arrive 
in  such  numbers  that  a general  panic  prevailed  amon 
the  people.  Such  of  the  inhabitants  as  were  able  fie 
from  the  country,  and  sought  safety  beyond  the  seas 
while  others  took  refuge  in  the  least  accessible  part 
of  the  kingdom,  and  abandoned  their  wealth  and  th 
fruits  of  the  land  to  the  invaders.  Alfred  himsell 
thus  deserted  by  his  people,  was  compelled  to  flee  be 
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ore  the  enemy  ; and,  surrounded  by  only  a small  body 
if  faithful  followers,  he  sought  concealment  amid  the 
(roods  and  fastnesses  of  his  kingdom. 

! Ere  long,  quitting  his  companions,  he  wandered 
bout  for  some  time  in  the  disguise  of  a common 
oldier,  not  knowing  whither  to  go  or  whom  to  trust, 
ut  last,  reaching  Somersetshire,  he  found  a place, 
irrounded  by  marshes,  which  offered  an  asylum ; 
id,  looking  about,  he  observed  the  humble  cottage  of 
cowherd,  into  which  he  at  once  entered,  a homeless 
lgitive. 

He  told  that  he  had  fled  from  a fatal  battle,  and 
>ught  concealment  from  pursuit.  His  distress  in- 
rested  the  kindly  feelings  of  the  humble  occupants, 
id  he  was  sheltered  for  many  days  in  the  hovel,  poor 
id  unknown. 

; One  day,  while  sitting  polishing  his  bow  and  point- 
g his  arrows,  the  peasant’s  wife  set  him  to  watch 
me  cakes  she  had  put  on  the  fire  to  bake.  Alfred, 
isorbed  in  thought  and  musing  over  the  past,  forgot 
s allotted  task,  and  suffered  the  bread  to  burn.  The 
oman,  who  had  gone  to  the  forest  to  gather  firewood, 
l her  return  upbraided  the  supposed  soldier  for  his 
relessness,  and  told  him  that  he  was  good  at  eating 
kes,  but  bad  at  turning  them ! Alfred  heard  her 
th  patience,  and  said  that  he  should  indeed  ill  re- 
td her  kindness  if  he  could  not  mind  so  small  a 
;ece  of  business.  He  then  cheerfully  applied  himself 
the  new  and  homely  work,  and  carefully  baked  the 
ead. 

In  after  years  Alfred  remembered  and  munificently 
warded  the  hospitable  peasant. 

| The  period  of  Alfred’s  seclusion  lasted  about  seven 
onths ; but  no  portion  of  it  seems  to  have  been 
isted  in  inactivity.  With  the  utmost  skill  and  judg- 
ent  he  selected,  in  his  place  of  retreat,  a spot  well 
Jlapted  for  defence.  It  was  a small  piece  of  ground, 
,|§w  called  Athelney  Isle,  completely  surrounded  by 
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marshes.  Thither  he  soon  attracted  the  scattere 
bands  of  his  countrymen,  and  it  became  the  poii 
from  which  he  sallied  at  the  head  of  small  parties 
harass  the  enemy  day  and  night  with  unlooked-f< 
assaults,  whenever  they  exposed  themselves  to  attack 

The  number  of  his  followers  gradually  increase 
and  their  spirits  rose  with  their  success,  and  with  tl 
animating  cheerfulness  and  courage  of  their  leade 
They  supported  themselves  by  hunting  and  fishing,  ai 
by  the  spoils  which  they  snatched  from  time  to  tin 
from  foraging  parties  of  the  enemy. 

After  a time,  Alfred  formed  a scheme  for  surprisii 
the  great  Danish  army,  which  still  continued  in  Wl 
shire;  and  he  resolved  to  inspect  their  encampme 
in  person,  that  he  might  frame  his  plan  of  attac 
His  early  predilection  for  the  arts  of  poetry  and  mm 
had  qualified  him  to  assume  the  disguise  of  a harp 
In  this  garb  he  went  among  the  Danish  tents.  I 
harp  and  his  talents  attracted  notice : he  was  admitt 
to  the  royal  table,  heard  the  secret  counsels  of  his  fo 
and  beheld  their  exposed  position  unsuspected.  ] 
soon  left  the  encampment,  and  reaching  Athelney  I 
again  in  safety,  he  speedily  despatched  messengers 
his  principal  friends  in  the  three  adjacent  counti 
Wiltshire,  Hampshire,  and  Somersetshire,  announci 
his  existence,  and  requiring  them  secretly  to  coll( 
their  followers  and  meet  him  in  military  array  on  1 
east  of  Selwood  Forest. 

As  his  countrymen  had  suffered  severely  in 
absence,  the  tidings  of  their  brave  king  being  s 
alive  again  raised  their  hopes.  All  who  were 
trusted  with  the  secret  crowded  to  the  place  of  meeti 
Alfred  met  them  at  the  stone  of  Egbert,  on  the  east 
the  great  wood,  and  was  received  with  immense  joy. 

Two  days  afterwards,  when  the  morning  light  was  ti 
ing  the  sky,  Alfred  and  his  little  army,  by  rapid  mar 
ing,  had  reached  Eddington,  near  Westbury  ; and  th 
they  beheld  the  Danish  hosts  overspreading  the  pla 
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Led  by  Alfred,  the  Anglo-Saxons  rushed  on  their 

fBiemies  with  an  impetuosity  which  nothing  could 
ithstand.  Astounded  at  his  name  and  presence,  sur- 
mised in  all  the  carelessness  of  fancied  security,  the 
>anes  gave  way  before  the  skilful  assault  of  the  Eng- 
sh  king.  The  plain  was  strewed  with  their  hosts, 
furt  fled  to  a neighboring  stronghold,  and  Alfred  was 
ft  master  of  the  field.  This  great  victory  raised  him 
om  the  marshes  and  the  penury  of  Athelney  to  the 
jirone  of  England. 

| The  king  followed  the  Danes  to  their  place  of  retreat. 
Id  laid  siege  to  it.  By  this  decisive  measure  he  cut 
em  off  from  all  reinforcement.  During  the  siege  the 
ength  of  Alfred  increased  to  a degree  which  de« 
oyed  in  the  enemy  every  hope  of  relief.  They  con- 
ved,  however,  to  hold  out  for  fourteen  days ; and 
m,  exhausted  by  cold  and  hunger,  and  worn  out  by 
igue,  the  imprisoned  chiefs  humbly  supplicated  the 
rcy  of  their  conqueror. 

| | On  the  face  of  a hill  near  Eddington,  there  still 
ists  a curious  monument — an  immense  horse  cut  out 
l\  ; the  face  of  a chalk  cliff;  which  is  believed  to  have 
in  en  constructed  as  a memorial  of  this  great  victory. 
n(  Alfred's  career  after  this  was  generally  successful ; 

ji  owing  to  his  activity,  bravery,  and  perseverance  in 
0I  6,  he  became,  by  common  consent,  sovereign  of  all 
,n  Igland,  excepting  those  parts  in  the  north  and  east  of 
ich  the  foreigners  still  retained  possession.  A few 
in  its'  interval  of  peace  followed,  but  in  893  a more 
ff  midable  invasion  than  any  he  had  yet  encountered 
if  jaited  him.  Again,  however,  after  a long  season  of 
eel  lger  and  difficulty,  the  energy  of  the  Saxon  king 
vailed. 

uring  the  last  two  years  of  his  reign,  Alfred 
s to  have  enjoyed  tranquillity.  He  died  in  901, 
the  age  of  fifty-two,  after  a reign  of  twenty-nine 
rs. 

ne  of  Alfred’s  many  merits,  entitling  him  to  grate- 
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ful  remembrance,  was  his  attempt  to  build  a flee 
He  saw  the  necessity  of  having  ships  ready  to  me 
the  Danes  on  the  sea,  should  fresh  bands  of  the 
corsairs  ever  again  threaten  the  coasts.  The  princip 
Saxon  chiefs  readily  agreed  to  Alfred’s  proposal,  ai 
under  his  direction  measures  were  taken  to  form 
navy.  He  had  many  difficulties  to  encounter,  esp 
eially  in  procuring  sailors  to  man  the  ships ; but 
last  he  succeeded,  and  the  fleet  was  ready  for  se 
Great  multitudes  assembled  on  the  shore  to  witne 
the  spectacle.  This  was  the  first  English  fleet,  and 
is  celebrated  as  the  origin  of  that  vast  and  unrivalh 
naval  power  that  has  since  made  itself  the  wonder  ai 
admiration  of  the  world. 

But  Alfred,  during  his  eventful  reign,  was  j 
eminent  in  cultivating  the  arts  of  peace  as  in  tl 
struggles  of  warfare.  He  built  up  and  restored  citi 
and  towns ; he  compiled  a code  of  laws,  and  organia 
the  administration  of  justice.  He  encouraged  the  us 
ful  arts,  and  was  the  friend  and  correspondent  of  tl 
most  eminent  scholars.  He  invited  learned  men  fro 
France  to  preside  over  the  leading  schools ; and  1 
>himself  spent  much  of  his  scanty  leisure  in  litera 
work,  translating  into  Anglo-Saxon  some  valual 
authors,  and  also  portions  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  f 
the  benefit  of  his  countrymen. 

Such  was  the  life-work  of  one  who  deservedly  liy 
for  all  time  in  the  pages  of  history,  as  Alfred  & 
Great. 


THE  DIVERTING  HISTORY  OF  JOHN  GILPfl 

SHOWING  HOW  HE  WENT  FURTHER  THAN  HE  , 
INTENDED,  AND  CAME  SAFE  HOME  AGAIN. 

John  Gilpin  was  a citizen 
i Of  credit  and  renown,  l 

A train-band  captain  eke  was  he 
Of  famous  London  town. 
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: John  Gilpin’s  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 

1“  Though  wedded  we  have  been 

These  thrice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen. 

“ To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day. 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton, 

All  in  a chaise  and  pair. 

“My  sister  and  my  sister’s  child. 

Myself,  and  children  three, 

! Will  fill  the  chaise,  so  you  must  ride 
On  horseback  after  we.” 

He  soon  replied,  “ I do  admire 
Of  womankind  but  one, 

| And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear. 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 

“lama  linen-draper  bold, 

As  all  the  world  doth  know, 

| And  my  good  friend  the  calender 
| Will  lend  his  horse  to  go.” 

Vv.f)uoth  Mrs  Gilpin,  “ That’s  well  said ; 

I And  for  that  wine  is  dear, 

We  will  be  furnish’d  with  our  own, 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear.” 

John  Gilpin  kiss’d  his  loving  wife ; 

O’erjoy’d  was  he  to  find, 

That  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent, 

She  had  a frugal  mind. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay’d. 

Where  they  did  all  get  in ; 

Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 
To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

■ Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels. 
Were  never  folks  so  glad, 
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The  stones  did  rattle  underneath. 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse’s  side, 

Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane, 

And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again. 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reach’d  had  he, 

His  journey  to  begin, 

When  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 
Three  customers  come  in.  ^ 

So  down  he  came  ; for  loss  of  time,  ’ 
Although  it  grieved  him  sore, 

Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

?Twas  long  before  the  customers 
Were  suited  to  their  mind, 

When  Betty  screaming  came  down-stairs, 

“ The  wine  isTeft  behind !” 

“ Good  lack !”  quoth  he ; “ yet  bring  it  me, 
My  leathern  belt  likewise, 

In  which  I bear  my  trusty  sword. 

When  I do  exercise.” 

Now  Mrs  Gilpin  (careful  soul !) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  found, 

To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  loved. 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a curling  ear, 

Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 

And  hung  a bottle  on  each  side^ 

To  make  his  balance  true. 

Then  over  all,  that  he  might  be 
Equipp'd  from  top  to  toe, 

His  long  red  cloak,  well-brush’d  and  neat, 
He  manfully  did  throw. 
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Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 
Upon  his  nimble  steed, 

Full  slowly  pacing  o’er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

But  finding  soon  a smoother  road 
Beneath  his  well-shod  feet, 

The  snooting  beast  began  to  trot. 

Which  gall’d  him  In  his  seat. 

“ So,  fair  and  softly !”  John  he  cried. 

But  John  he  cried  in  vain ; 

That  trot  became  a gallop  soon. 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So,  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must. 

Who  cannot  sit  upright, 

He  grasp’d  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 
And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

His  horse,  who  never  -in  that  sort 
Had  handled  been  before, 

What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 
Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 

He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  out, 

Of  running  such  a rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  cloak  did  fly, 

Like  streamers  long  and  gay, 

Till,  loop  and  button  failing  both, 

At  last  it  flew  away. 

Then  might  all  people  well  discern 
The  bottles  he  had  slung  ; 

A bottle  slinging  at  each  side 
As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 
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The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  scream’d. 
Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 

And  every  soul  cried  out,  “ Well  done  ! ” 
As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 

Away  went  Gilpin — who  but  he  ? 

His  fame  soon  spread  around : 

He  carries  weight ! he  rides  a race ! 

’Tis  for  a thousand  pounds  ! 

And  still  as  fast  as  he  drew  near, 

’Twas  wonderful  to  view, 

How  in  a trice  the  turnpike-men 
Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 
His  reeking  head  full  low, 

The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 
Were  shatter’d  at  a blow. 
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Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road, 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 

Which  made  his  horse’s  flanks  to  smoke 
As  they  had  basted  been. 

But  still  he  seem’d  to  carry  weight, 

With  leathern  girdle  braced  ; 

For  all  might  see  the  bottle  -necks 
Still  dangling  at  his  waist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 
These  gambols  did  he  play, 

Until  he  came  unto  the  Wash 
Of  Edmonton  so  gay ; 

And  there  he  threw  the  Wash  about 
On  both  sides  of  the  way, 

Just  like  unto  a trundling  mop, 

Or  a wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 
From  the  balcony  spied 

Her  tender  husband,  wondering  much 
To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

■ 

u Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin ! — Here ’s  the  house !” 
They  all  at  once  did  cry ; 

“ The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tired.” 

Said  Gilpin, — “ So  am  I ! ” 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a whit 
Inclined  to  tarry  there  ! 

For  why  ? — his  owner  had  a house 
Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. , 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong  ; 

So  did  he  fly — which  brings  me  to 
The  middle  of  my  song. 
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Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  breath, 

And  sore  against  his  will. 

Till  at  his  friend  the  calender’s 
His  horse  at  last  stood  stilL 

The  calender,  amazed  to  see 
His  neighbor  in  such  trim, 

Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate. 

And  thus  accosted  him  : 

“ What  news  ? what  news  ? your  tidings  tell 
Tell  me  you  must  and  shall ; 

Say,  why  bareheaded  you  are  come, 

Or  why  you  come  at  all  ?” 

Now  Gilpin  had  a pleasant  wit, 

And  loved  a timely  joke ; 

And  thus  unto  the  calender 
In  merry  guise  he  spoke  : 

“ I came  because  your  horse  would  come ; 
And,  if  I well  forebode, 

My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here, 

They  are  upon  the  road.” 

The  calender,  right  glad  to  find 
His  friend  in  merry  pin, 

Returned  him  not  a single  word, 

But  to  the  house  went  in ; 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig, 
A wig  that  flow’d  behind, 

A hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear, 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 

He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn. 

Thus  show’d  his  ready  wit, 

“ My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  yours, 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 

“ But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away, 

That  hangs  upon  your  face  ; 
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And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 
Be  in  a hungry  case.” 

Said  John,  “ It  is  my  wedding-day. 

And  all  the  world  would  stare, 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 

And  I should  dine  at  Ware.” 

So,  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said — 

“ I am  in  haste  to  dine : 

7Twas  for  your  pleasure  you  came  here, 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine.” 

Ah  ! luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast. 
For  which  he  paid  full  dear  ; 

For,  while  he  spake,  a braying  ass 
Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear. 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 
Had  heard  a lion  roar, 

And  gallop’d  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  Gilpin’s  hat  and  wig ; 

He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first, 

For  why  ? — they  were  too  big. 

Now,  mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 
Her  husband  posting  down 

Into  the  country — far  away, 

She  pulled  out  half-a-crown ; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said 
That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 

“ This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  bring  back, 
My  husband,  safe  and  well.” 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 
John  coming  back  amain : 

Whom  in  a trice  he  tried  to  stop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein ; 
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But  not  performing  what  he  meant, 
And  gladly  would  have  done, 

The  frighted  steed  he  frighted  more, 
And  made  him  faster  run. 


Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  postboy  at  his  heels, 

The  postboy’s  horse  right  glad  to  miss 
The  lumbering  of  the  wheels. 


Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road, 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 

With  postboy  scampering  in  the  rear, 
They  raised  the  hue  and  cry. 


“ Stop,  thief ! stop,  thief ! — a highwayman ! ** 
Not  one  of  them  was  mute  ; 

And  all  and  each  that  pass’d  that  way 
Did  join  in  the  pursuit.  ~ 

And  now  the  turnpike-gates  again 
Flew  open  in  short  space  ; 

The  toll-men  thinking,  as  before, 

That  Gilpin  rode  a race. 

And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too. 

For  he  got  first  to  town  ; 

Nor  stopp’d  till  where  he  had  got  up 
He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  lqt  us  sing,  long  live  the  king. 

And  Gilpin  long  live  he  ; 

And  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

May  I be  there  to  see ! 

— Cow? EX 
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The  Peaches  (page  1). 

)re-thought  the  habit  of  thinking  about  what  the  future  may 

require 
ru-dence  wisdom 

lis-er  one  who  hoards  up  money,  while  he  lives  in 

poverty  and  misery 
lOd-est-ly  in  a meek  manner ; humbly 

ar-a-ble  a short  tale  or  fable  founded  on  something  real 


s-cent 

is-cov-er-ed 

unc-tu-al-i-ty 

e-mark-a-ble 

x-cus-ed 

e-tain-ed 

list 

on-science 

p-pro-ba-tlon 

tls-ci-pl® 


No  Pay,  No  Work  (page  2). 

a hill 
found 

the  habit  of  being  at  a place  at  the  proper  time 
notable 

pardoned;  forgiven 
delayed 

eorn  or  grain  to  be  ground 
moral  sense  of  right  or  wrong 
approval 
a follower 


reas-ur-ed 


Tke  Old  Arm  Chair  (page  5). 
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hai-low-ed 
be -tide 
la-va 

sacred ; holy 
happen  to ; befall 

the  melted  matter  that  issues  from  a role 
bearing  down  all  before  it;  hence  “1 
tide  ” means  irresistible 

launch-ed  ( lancht ) 
ex-claim-ed 
lec-ture 
doubt-ful-ly 

Coals  of  Fire  (page  6). 

set  afloat,  made  to  slide  into  the  water 
cried  out 
a scolding 

in  a hesitating  manner,  as  though  ha  did 
understand 

en-e-my 

com-par-l-Bon 

sul-len-ly 

mal-ice 

li-bra-ry 

uncom-fort-a-ble 

ea-ger-ly 

cu-ri-ous 

one  who  is  not  a friend 
being  compared  with 
in  a sulky  manner 
spite ; ill-will 

a collection  of  books  for  use 

uneasy 

earnestly 

strange,  singular 

anx-l-ous 

en-dure 

per-chance 

el-e-ments 

Speak  Gently  (page  10). 

vexing  ; unquiet 
to  bear ; to  suffer 
by  chance ; perhaps 

earth,  air,  fire,  and  water  were  formerly  ea 
elements ; the  word  here  means  the  ? 
and  the  waves 

e-ter-ni-ty 

endless  time 

The  Little  Hero  of  Haarlem  (page  12). 
var-i-e-ty  change 


znan-u-fac-tures 

things  made  by  the  hand  or  by  machines 
wear  or  other  use 

in-ven-tions 
in-un-date  > 
(xn-uri-date)  > 
per-mls-sion 
grad-u-al-ly 
■ol-i-ta-ry 
per-ceiv-ed 

contrivances  ; new  modes  of  doing  things 
to  flood ; to  overflow  with  water 

leave ; liberty 
slowly ; by  degrees 
lonely 

saw  ; observed  ; noticed 

dls-tin-guisha-ble  i.e.,  he  could  not  tell  the  blue  from  the  gre< 
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dismay 

fear;  alarm ; terror 

per-cep-ti-ble 

seen ; visible 

in-junc-tion 

command ; instruction 

rav-ine 

a deep  narrow  glen  or  valley 

con-se-quence 

result 

de-vice 

plan ; contrivance  ; scheme 

jmo-men-ta-ry 

lasting  only  for  a very  short  time 

fail-ure 

loss;  cessation 

dyke 

a bank  to  keep  out  water 

slm-pli-ci-ty 

freedom  from  guile 

e-vin-cing 

showing  ; exhibiting 

he-ro-ic  ( he-ro-ic ) 

brave  ; gallant ; fearless 

for-ti-tude 

' courage ; endurance 

pos-ter-i-ty 

succeeding  generations;  the  people  who  live 
after  us 

ig-no-rance 

want  of  knowledge 
Luct  Gray  (page  15). 

min-ster 

a cathedral  or  other  church 

fag-ot 

a bundle  of  sticks  bound  together  with  a band 
for  the  fire 

wan-ton 

playful 

dis-pers-ed 

scattered 

lone-some 

lonely 

Adherence  to  Truth  (page  17). 

ad-her-ence 

the  keeping  to 

re-com-mend-ed 

made  acceptable 

con-fi-dence 

firm  belief  that  others  are  to  be  trusted 

re-course 

resort 

or-i-gln 

the  beginning 

car-dl-nal 

a dignitary,  or  officer  in  the  Church  of  Borne, 
next  in  rank  to  the  Pope 

suf-fl-ci-ent 

enough 

de-light-ed 

pleased 

to-tal-ly 

completely 

cul-prit 

a guilty  person 

or-na-ments 

decorations ; things  which  adorn  or  beautify 

char-act-er 

the  set  of  qualities  by  which  one  person  is  dis- 
tinguished from  another 
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The  Diligent  Employment  of  Time  (page  18). 
em-per-or  the  ruler  of  an  empire  ; a monarch  higher  thw 


a king 

not-a-ble  ( not-aMe ) remarkable 
con-fes-slon  admission ; statement 

ex-pir-ed  ended 

di-a*ry  a daily  record  of  the  events  and  transactions  ii 

the  life  of  any  person 


The  Farmer  and  the  Lawyer  (page  18). 


lei-sure  (U-zhur) 

dls-po-sal ' 

re-solv-ed 

re-pu-ta-tlon 

ad-dress 

cli-ents 

in-her-i-tance 


vacant,  or  unoccupied  time 
power  of  bestowing 
determined 

character ; public  esteem 
place  of  residence 

those  seeking  the  advice  of  a lawyer 
property  which  has  been  received  on  the  death 
of  relations 

con-tract  {con,' -tract)  an  agreement 

occupation ; business 
chance  occasion 
tired ; weary 


pro-fes-sion 
op-por-tu-ni-ty 
fa-tigued  (fa-tegcf) 
con-se-quent-ly  Y 
(con'-sc-quent-ly) ) 


as  a necessary  result 


Better  than  Gold  (page  21). 


gran-deur  greatness;  pomp;  splendor 

Bym-pa-thy  tenderness ; fellow-feeling 

en-no-ble  make  noble 

gen-u-ine  (jen'-yu-in)  true ; real 
draughts  (draft*)  drinks 

dainties  ; things  which  are  not  really  necessary 
for  living  comfortably 
a medicine  to  produce  sleep 
learning ; knowledge 
play ; event  of  life 
empty  pleasures 


lux-u-rias 


op-l-ate 

lore 

dra-ma  (dr&-ma) 
van-l-tlea 


A Frond  in  Need  (page  It). 

ex-haust-ed  > 
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ub-sist-ence 

ol-i-cit 

I ,eas-ant  (pedant) 
e-li-ca-cies 
l-va-lid  (in-va-led') 
)m-pas-sion-ate 
a-chant-ed 

, i>n-tra-ry  \ 
(con'-tra-ry)  ) 
rat-i-tude 
,-i-ti-als 
lu-sion 
-com-mode 
n-cere 
}-ci-sion 


food 

ask  for ; beg ; importune 
a poor  person ; a laboring  man 
finer  kinds  of  food ; dainties 
a sick  person 
kind,  pitying 
pleased;  delighted 

opposite 

thankfulness 
first  letters  of  a name 
indirect  mention 
inconvenience ; trouble 
true ; heartfelt 
conclusion ; determination 


The  Discontented  Pendulum  (page  26). 


-ef-fec-tu-al 

sti-tut-ed 

fo-test-ed 

-sign 

tl-cu-lat-ing 
fes-i-ta-tion 
;i-rangue 
-ton-ish-ed 
^g-ges-tion  ) 
(sug'-jes-tiori)  > 
t-e-cute 
fc-er-tion  ■> 
(egz-er'-shon) ) 
-flu-ence 
m-sid-e-ra-tion 
a-me-di-ate-ly 


fur-mur-ing 

lam-i-ties 


i-ci-a-ble 


1-ver-tised 


useless ; unsuccessful 

set  in  operation ; commenced 

declared 

to  state 

counting  up 

doubt ; uncertainty 

speech 

surprised 

hint;  intimation 

to  complete ; to  perform 

effort 

authority  ; sway ; control 
thought 

instantly;  directly 

Contented  John  (page  29). 
grumbling 

disasters;  misfortunes 
despair;  helplessness;  dejection 
friendly;  companionable 


The  Miser  Punished  (page  SI), 
announced;  proclaimed 
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Antony  Canova,  the  Sculptor  (page  32). 


Possagno  > 

(. Pot-san-yo ) > 
ter-rl-to-ry 
Falierl  ( Fal-i-a-ri ) 
con-grat-u-late 
mar-vel-lous 
o-ver-whelm-ed 
ad-mi-ra-tion 
8culp-ture 
fac-ul-ty 
stat-u-ary 
per-ma-nent 
a-cad-e-mles 
cer-e-mo-ny 


wact  of  country 

to  compliment ; praise 
wonderful ; surprising 
overcome ; covered 
wonder 

the  art  of  cutting  statues  out  of  atone 
expertness ; inclination  ; capacity 
the  art  of  forming  statues 
lasting 

schools,  or  colleges 
a rite,  or  observance ; a solemnity 


|el 

IT 


ter-ri-ble 

oak-urn 

a-stem 

aft-oar 

lee-bow 


rol-locks 


te-nac-i-ty 

lock-ers 


Man  Overboard  (page  36). 
fearful ; frightful 

loose  hemp  obtained  by  untwisting  old  ropes 
behind  the  ship 

the  Btem  oar ; or  one  nearest  the  stem,  or  back 
of  the  boat 

the  bow  of  a boat  is  the  front  part ; the  lee  is 
the  side  sheltered  from  the  wind  ; off  the 
lee-bow  would  be  Bomewhat  before  the 
boat,  and  to  the  side  toward  which  the 
wind  was  blowing 

a hollow  cut  in  the  side  of  a boat  into  which 
the  oars  are  placed  while  rowing 
determination 

cupboards,  or  chests,  on  board  ship,  in  which 
things  are  locked 


The  Wreck  of  the  “ Hesperus”  (page  38). 


skipper 

veer-lng 

flaw 

main 


the  master,  or  captain  of  a vessel 
turning  about 
a sudden  gust  of  wind 
a part  of  the  ocean 
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The  Vision  of  Mirza  (page  41). 


?ion 

i-ent-al 

n-u-scripts 

ter-tain-ment 

ins-lat-ed 

fl-i-ta-tion 

i-tem-pla-tion 

ex-pres-si-bly 

1-o-di-ous 

:-a-dise 

!)-ture 

(iii-iis 


»-du-ed 
fa-bil-i-ty 
pil-i-ar-iz-ed 
pre-hen-sions 
lil-o-quy 
-na-cle 
i-di-gi-ous 
-sum-ma-tion 
at  nu-mer-a-ble 
l-an-cho-ly 
si  m-i-tar 
l-pre-hend 
a-rice 
per-sti-tion 
r-tal-i-ty 
it!  fa-er-a-tion 
per-nat-u-ral 

fsi-pat-ed 
i-e-trate 
a-mant 
iom-mo-dat-ed 


that  which  appears  to  be  seen  in  one’s  sleep 
-eastern 

written  documents 
amusement ; pleasing  occupation 
changed  from  one  language  into  another 
thought 

meditation ; reflection 
unspeakably ; unutterably 
sweet;  musical 
heaven 

joy ; bliss  ; pleasure 
a spirit 

veneration;  awe  ; high  respect 

overcome ; conquered 

civility,  courtesy 

made  him  well  known 

fears ; alarms 

a talking  to  one’s-self 

the  summit ; the  top 

great ; mighty 

the  end ; the  completion 

countless ; that  cannot  be  numbered 

sadness ; gloominess  ; dejection 

a sword  with  a curved  blade 

understand 

greed ; fondness  for  money 
false  religion ; senseless  beliefs 
death 

all  the  people  of  the  same  age  or  period 
more  than  natural 
dispelled ; drove  off 
to  go  through 

a very  hard  stone,  the  diamond 
made  suitable 


Cautionary  Verses  to  Youth  (page  46). 


3r  a'  nobleman 

>r  a wharf 

U^n  the  flesh  of  the  boar 

m-or  an  estate 
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baize  a kind  of  cloth 

mews  places  for  keeping  horses ; stables 

sed-u-lous-ly  diligently 


Joseph  II.  and  the  Gbenadieb  (page  48). 

con-vey-ance  a carriage 

dls-guis-ed  dressed  so  as  not  to  be  known 

mon-arch  a king  or  emperor 

mous-tach-es  hair  on  the  upper  lip  of  men 

saur -kraut  a German  dish  composed  of  salted  cabbage  tha 

has  become  sour 


ex-traor-di-na-ry  > 
(ex-tror'-de-na-re)  ) 
gTen-a-dier 
lieu-te-nant  > 

(lev-ten' -ant)  ) 


wonderful ; remarkable  ; uncommon 
one  of  a regiment  of  tall  soldiers 
an  officer  next  in  rank  below  a captain 


The  Disputed  Case  (page  56). 


dis-cem-ing 

un-doubt-ed-ly 

vis-age 

ar-gu-ment 

de-creed 

de-ci-sive  (de-ci-siv) 


seeing;  distinguishing 
unquestionably;  certainly 
countenance ; face 
mode  of  reasoning 
decided 
final 


Observation  (page  57). 


ven-i-son  (ven'-zn)  the  flesh  of  the  deer 

min-ute  (me- nut')  exact 


The  Lost  Camel  (page  58). 


der-vise 

as-ser-tion 

ca-di 

sor-cer-er 

com-po-sure 

sus-pi-cion 


one  of  a religious  sect  among  the  followers  o 
Mahomet 

statement ; declaration 
an  inferior  judge  among  the  Turks 
a magician  ; a conjurer 
coolness;  quietness 
distrust ; doubt 


The  Poob  Match  Girl  (page  CO). 

mul-ti-tude  a great  number 

var-i-e-gat-ed  of  many  colors 
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•tr-ed  flew  upwards 

i-ti-val  a time  of  feasting ; an  anniversary 

Promptness  (page  64). 


ompt-ness 

r-go 

'-er-gy 

rdUS-tri-OUS 


readiness ; quickness 
the  freight  or  load  of  a ship 
force ; vigor 
hard  working 


Humphrey’s  Observations  on  Time  (page  65). 


-pa-ti-ence  restlessness  ; unquietude 

•lem-ni-ty  seriousness;  reverence 


John  Adams  and  his  Latin  (page  67). 


-per-i-en-ced 

t-mil-i-at-ing 

oom-i-na-ble 

i-pre-ci-ate 

i-quent-ly 

t-er-al 

■tol-er-a-hle 


met  with 

humbling;  disgraced 
hateful 

to  set  a true  value  upon 
often ; many  times 

becoming  a gentleman ; ample ; not  stinted 
unendurable ; irksome 


Among  the  Ice  (page  68). 


pmen-dous 

n-sid-er-a-bly 

e ( floe) 

1-coil 

fs-ter-i-ous 

| 

,tch-way 
itch  on  deck 
-dif-fer-ence 


great;  mighty 
much ; greatly 
a mass  of  floating  ice 
fly  back 

obscure ; hidden ; unknown 

A Ghost  Story  (page  71). 

the  opening  in  a ship’s  deck  for  communicating 
with  the  parts  below 

the  men  whose  duty  it  is  to  keep  watch  and 
have  charge  of  the  ship 
carelessness 


-coun-ter-ed 

-fec-tive 


Grace  Darling  (page  72). 
met  with 

out  of  repair ; some  part  wanting 


X 
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sub-scrip-tion 


em-i-nent 

prob-a-ble 


stock-ade 

pi-o-neer 

ren-e-gade 

de-coy 

am -bush 

sa-gac-i-ty 

baz-ard-ous 

am-bus-cade 

in-ev-i-ta-ble 


in-gen-u-i-ty 

con-ceiv-ed 

se-cur-i-ty 

spec-ta-tors 

in-tel-li-gent 

ap-par-ent 

grievous 

in-cess-ant-ly 

dis-con-so-late 

cem-e-ter-y 

cypress 


es-sen-tial 
do-cil-l-ty 
be-nev-o-lence 
at-tach-ment 
New-found-land 
(N4u>- fund-land) 
fl-del-i-ty 
breakers 
diminish 
fre-quent-lng 


by  a number  of  persons  writing  down  opposi 
their  names  the  sums  they  are  willing 
contribute  or  give 

noble ; celebrated ; well  known  p 

likely  r 

Female  Heroism  (page  74). 

a line  of  stakes,  or  posts  forced  into  the  groui  hi 
a first  settler  L 

a deserter ; one  who  has  gone  over  to  the  enen  L 
entice  ; coax 
a place  of  concealment 
discernment ; wisdom ; penetration 
dangerous ; perilous 
men  in  ambush 
not  to  be  avoided 

Animal  Training  (page  81). 

cleverness ; skill 
thought  of 
safety 

persons  looking  on 
well-informed ; wise 
seeming 

sad ; unfortunate 
continually  ; ceaselessly 
hopeless  ; sorrowful ; not  to  be  comforted 
a place  where  the  dead  are  buried 
an  evergreen  tree  like  a cedar 

The  Dog  (page  85). 

necessary 
ability  to  learn 
kindliness 
love 

^ An  island  in  the  Gulf  of  St  Lawrence 
faithfulness 

waves  broken  by  the  rocks 
to  become  less 
visiting 
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P03  I 
H : 

ake 

•vert 

e-ci-pice 

P „ 

m-pho-ny 
M is-tere 
m'-en-ta-ble 
Jm-u-ment 


Fidelity  (page  87). 

a thicket 
a thicket 

a cliff ; a nearly  perpendicular  descent 
a mountain  lake 
a concord  of  sounds 
harsh ; stern  ; severe 
sad;  melancholy 
a memorial 


The  Newfoundland  Dog’s  Revenge  (page  87). 


o-quent 

j-pre-hen-sion 

r-dro-phob-i-a 

)l-un-ta-ril-ly 

:(ag-nif-i-cent 

•o-por-tions 

ir-tial 

tfpug-nance 

i'-ces-tors 

re-de-ces-sors 

jan-i-fest-ed 

L-lam-i-ty 

m-ti-cal 

l-tas-tro-phe 

[-ter-val 

nw-sprit 

;iiot 

1 )-lic-i-tude 
rat-i-fi-ed 
d-ver-sa-ry 
ic-ri-fice 
•i-an-gu-lar 
o-ra-ci-ous 
i ab-merg-ed 
■laps-ed, 
k-nine 


that  which  is  given  in  well-chosen  words  : well 
expressed 
dread;  fear 
madness  in  the  dog 
of  his  own  accord 
great ; enormous 
shape;  form 
fond 

dislike ; distaste  ; dread 
forefathers 

forefathers,  or  those  going  before 

shewn 

misfortune 

sea-going 

disaster;  misfortune 
time  intervening 

the  large  boom,  or  spar  which  projects  over 
the  bow,  or  front  part  of  a ship 
the  sailors’  term  for  a mile 
anxiety 
pleased 
opponent 
victim 

three-sided  or  three-cornered 

hungry;  greedy 

buried  beneath 

passed 

dog 
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Counting  the  Chickens  before  they  are  Hatched  (page  93). 
pols-ed  balanced 

su-per-cll-i-ous-ly  haughtily 


The  Darling  (page  95). 


pro-fes-sor 

vet-er-i-na-ry 

un-maji-age-a-ble 

vi-cious 

ma-nceu-vre  > 
(ma-noo-ver)  ) 
i in-va-ri-a-bly 
e-vo-lu-tions 
men-age  ( me-nazh ) 

ap-pel-la-tion 


a teacher  in  a college 
belonging  to  diseases  of  the  domestic  animals 
as  the  horse,  cow,  sheep,  &c. 
not  to  be  controlled  or  managed 
bad  ; wicked  ; unruly 

movement ; change  of  position 

always ; constantly 
movements  ; change  of  position 
a collection  of  brute  animals ; a place  for  train 
ing  horses 
a name 


Story  of  a Goat  (page  99). 


sup-pres-sion 

re-bel-lion 

a-sy-lum  ( a-sy'-lum ) 

se-ques-ter-ed 

ap-er-ture 

ob-sta-cle 

frac-tur-ed 

de-mon-stra-tions 


the  act  of  crushing,  or  destroying 
a revolt ; open  resistance  to  lawful  authority 
a place  of  refuge 
lonely ; retired 
an  opening 

something  standing  in  the  way  of 
broken 

tokens ; evidences 


Sagacity  of  the  Sheep  (page  100). 


pro-ced-ure 

sig-nif-i-cant 

ex-tri-cate 


manner  of  acting 

full  of  meaning 

to  free  itself  ; to  get  out 


hearth-stone  \ 
(harthstone)  ) 
epicure 
in-sec-tiv-or-ous 
pro-pen-si-ty 


My  Pet  Monkey  (page  102). 

the  atone  forming  the  hearth  of  a tireplace 

a person  fond  of  good  eating 

insect-eating 

disposition 
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e-n-sive 

er-se-cu-ting 

a-ro-chi-al 

iv-ery 


un-chi-nel-lo 
ar-le-quin  > 
(har-le-kin)  ) 
iri-mace 
ig-my 
n-cient 


-ter-est-ing  > 

[in' ter-est-ing)  > 

o-mes-ti-cat-ed 


jii-grate 
jo-joum-ers  > 
(so'-jum-ers)  > 
jy-ber-nates 
tas-tic 

um  and  tuum 


ll-ter-nate-ly 

nn-dic-tive 

j(e-it-er-at-ed 

,-mul-ta-ne-ous 


i-i-a-ble 
les-ti-tute  of 
|(.e-ni-ent 
le-sign-ed-ly 
x-key 


B-ti-tion 

•sive 


mocking 

teasing ; annoying 
belonging  to  the  parish 
a servant’s  dress 

The  Monkey  (page  106). 
a punch ; a clown ; a buffoon 
a buffoon;  a clown 

a distortion  of  the  countenance 

little 

old ; aged 

The  Rabbit  (page  107). 
pleasing 
tamed 

Canadian  Squirrel  (page  109). 

to  travel  from  one  country  to  another  t 
visitors 

sleeps  during  winter 
funny 

mine  and  thine ; to  have  loose  ideas  of  mcum 
and  tuum  is  to  be  a thief 
by  turns 
angry;  vengeful 
repeated 
at  the  same  time 

The  Rat  (page  111), 
lovable 

i.e.,  without ; lacking 
mild;  kindly 
intentionally ; on  purpose 
a person  whose  duty  it  is  to  lock  up  the  prisoners 
in  a prison  or  jail 

The  Mouse’s  Petition  (page  113). ' 

a prayer ; a request 
sad;  unhappy 
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hos-pi-ta-ble 
transient 
(transhent)  , 
un-re-lent-ing 


friendly ; sociable 
b:lef ; short 

hard ; cruel ; having  no  pity 


plu-mage 

an-i-mat-ed 

e-pit'-o-me 


The  Humming-Bird  (page  115). 

feathers 
living;  animal 

that  which  contains  a great  deal  in  a very  smal 


space 


i 

1 


Anecdotes  op  the  Humming-Bird  (page  117). 


cor-res-pond-ent 
de-bil-i-tat-ed 
con-sist  ence 
per-e-gri  na  tions 


one  who  writes 
weakened 
thickness 
wanderings 


I 

i 


The  Mocking-Bird  (page  119). 


un-re-mit-ting 
mis-chiev-ous  > 
(misf-che-vus)  ) 
re-al-ize 
dex-ter-ous-ly 
e-la-tion 

ob-strep-erous-ly 

lus-ti-hood 

a-ris'-to-crats 

in-grat-i-tude 

non-cha-lance 

(non'-sha-ldns) 


constant 

hurtful ; making  mischief 

understand 

cleverly 

joy 

noisily 

strength ; vigor 
kings ; nobles 
thanklessness 

indifference;  unconcern 


Latreille  and  the  Beetle  (page  126). 


La-treille  (La-tral') 

cel-e-brat-ed 

nat-u-ral-ist 

spe-ci-men 
ban-ish-ed 
Cay-enne  (JTi-en') 
foun-der-ed 
mi-rac-u  lous 


a celebrated  French  naturalist 
noted ; well-known 

one  who  has  devoted  himself  to  the  study  ( 
animals 
kind ; sample 
sent  out  of  the  country 
a place  in  Souch  America 
sunk ; went  down 
very  wonderfn 
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Atentures  with  an  Elephant  (page  128). 


pre-dic-a-ment 
Nga-mi  (Nga-mi,\ 

Ing  as  in  sing)  ) 
re-cum-bent 
charg-ed 
im-mi-nent 
jeo-par-dy 
pro-bos-cis 
Prov-i-dence 
[at-trib'-ute 
e-lic-i-ted 


position  ; posture ; plight 
a lake  in  Africa 

reclining;  reposing 

attacked 

extreme;  great 

danger ; peril 

trunk 

God 

ascribe ; assign ; impute 
drawn  out 


as-sault-ed 
jkra-al  ( krd-al ) 

prox-im-i-ty 

Ba-kal-ah-are 

ap-pal-ling 

be-la-bor-ed 

scatle-less 

lair 


Lion  Hunting  (page  130). 
attacked 

a collection  of  rude  huts  erected  by  the  Hotten- 
tots or  inhabitants  of  South  Africa 
nearness ; neighborhood 
a tribe  of  South  Africans 
frightful ; terrible 
beaten 
unhurt 
resting-place 


The  Lion  and  the  Cub  (page  133). 


sor-dil  mean ; low  ; degraded 

e-late  lifted  up;  pleased 

vo-cif-sr-a-tion  clamor ; outcry 

cox-conb  a vain  pretender ; a beau  ; a dandy 


Anecdotes  op  the  Tigee  (page  134). 


strat-agem 
at-ti-tide 
ex-e-cn-ble  ) 

{ex'-ccra-ble)) 

re-ver->er-at-ing 

pro-vocation 

ir-ri-te-bil-i-ty 


artifice ; plan 

posture  ; mode  of  standing- 
hateful;  odious 

echoing ; resounding 
vexation  ; cause  of  anger 
fretfulness 
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Adventures  with  a Bear  (page  137). 


panic-8trick-en 

eddy 

in-fur-i-at-ed 
no-to-ri-ous-ly  hard 
to  kill 


struck  or  seized  with  fear 
a whirlpool 
maddened ; enraged 

i.e.,  it  is  well  known  that  it  is  hard  to  kill  a bear 


The  Bears  and  the  Bees  (page  141). 
dia-creet-er  wiser ; more  sensible 

The  Wolf  (page  142). 

con-9pic-u-ous  evident ; clearly  seen 

au-then-ti-cat-ed  real ; genuine  ; properly  attested 

in-flat-ed  blown  out ; filled  with  wind 

pe-des-tri-an  one  who  walks,  or  travels  on  foot 

Anecdotes  of  the  Wolf  (page  145). 


car-niv-o-ra 
(car-nlv  -o-ra) 
pre-ca-ri-ous 
as-sid-u-ous 


flesh-eating  animals 
uncertain 

constant ; unvarying 


The  Beaver  (page  146). 


Man-i-tou 

de-i-ty 

hu-man-i-ty 

in-tel-li-gent 

prov-i-dent 

o-rig-i-nal 

hy-drau-lic  en-gi-neer 

un-os-ten-ta-tious 
su-per-er-o-ga-tion 
no-mad-ic  ) 
no-mad' -ic  J 
em-i-grant 

pros-pecting 

lo-ca-tion 

nav-i-ga-tion 

in-dis-pen-sa-ble 


an  idol ; a god  among  the  Indians 
a god 

mankind  ; the  human  family  ^ 

wise;  thoughtful 

careful  to  provide  beforehand 

first ; earliest 

i.e.,  one  who  knows  how  to  build  works  or  sup- 
plying water 
not  showy ; not  vain 
more  than  duty  requires 

wandering 

one  who  has  left  his  native  country  t<  live  ir 
another 
viewing 

a place  to  settle  in  * 

the  passing  up  and  down  by  water 

essential ; necessary 


’ 


! 


: 

. 


: 
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id-junct 
)f-fi-ci-ent-ly 
-co-nom-i-cal-ly 
,li-am-e-ter 
>r-di-na-ry 
tra-yon 
le-tri-tus 
jrit-i-cal 
>omb-proof  > 
bum-proof  ) 
lab  ma-rine 
e-strict 
lu-tri-ment 


appendage ; addition 

•well ; thoroughly 

without  waste  of  time  or  effort 

thickness ; measure  through 

common 


sv-i-dence 
n-stinct 
irov-en-der 
[>a-tri-arch 
Im-a-teur  dam-ming 


nain-ten-ance 
7i-tal 
Ls-ser-tion 
m-prob-a-ble 
ial-ly  ing 


a pointed  piece  of  chalk  for  writing  with 
sand  and  gravel  brought  down  by  the  stream 
important 

protected  against  the  bursting  of  shells  thrown 
against  them  by  cannon 
under  water 
to  limit 

nourishment ; value  as  food 
proof 

reason  so  far  as  it  belongs  to  the  inferior  animals 
food  f 

the  aged  sire  or  head  of  the  family 
making  dams  for  their  own  amusement,  that  is, 
not  as  regular  workmen,  but  as  unprofes- 
sional men 

defence ; support ; protection 
chief 

statement 

unlikely 


The  Fox  and  the  Cat  (page  151). 
jri-mal-kin  an  old  cat 

i-ghast  amazed;  astonished 

te-gale  to  feast 


Buffalo  Hunting  (page  152). 

3as-kat-che-wan  a region  of  British  America  in  the  Hudson  Bay 
Territory 

ihral-dom  bondage  ; slavery ; restraint 


Sours-ers 


St  Nicholas  and  his  Reindeer  (page  154). 
| J)nin-ia-ture  small ; tiny  ; diminutive  . 

fflour 

Ipal-i 


Ipal-mat-ed 


The  Moose-Deer  (page  155). 
shaped  like  the  hand  with  the  fingers  spread 
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fa-til-i-ty  uselessness 

par-ox-ism  a fit ; a convulsion 

crimp-ing  ma-chine  a machine  for  forming  a kind  of  plaiting  « 
fluting  on  frills  and  ruffles 

A Whaler’s  Adventures  (page  157). 

keel  the  sharp  ridge  at  the  bottom  of  a vessel 

wind-ward  the  side  from  which  the  wind  was  blowing 

stove  broke 

rigged  the  pumps  made  the  pumps  ready  for  use 

The  Chain  of  Destruction  (page  160). 

natural  Iheadows  ; plains  covered  with  grass 
jaws 
claws 

a kind  of  tree 


prai-ries 

man-di-bles 

talons 

mag-no-li-a 


spa-cious 

fir-ma-ment 

e-the-re-al  sky 

0-rig-i-nal 

ter-res-tri-al 

ra-di-ant 


Creation  (page  165). 

wide;  mighty 
the  heavens 

sky  formed  of  air  or  ether 
God ; the  Creator 
of  or  belonging  to  the  earth 
shining 


Manual  Labor  (page  166). 

ma-jor-i-ty  the  greater  number 

en  thu-si-asm  ardent  zeal ; heartiness 

ex-i-gen-cies  pressing  necessities ; sudden  emergencies  a 

occasions 


The  Prisoner’s  Flowers  (page  167). 


po  lit-i-cal 

gil-ly-flower 
small  fry 
sen-ti-nel 
con-sci-en  tious  ly 


civil ; public  (».<?.,  his  offence  was  against  the 
government,  not  a criminal  one) 
a variety  of  stock  or  wall-flower 
common  people 

a soldier  or  other  person  on  guard 
scrupulously  ; in  an  upright,  just  manner 
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The  Savages  of  North  America  (page  172). 


"S  : 

riv-o-lous 

trifling  ; silly  ; of  no  value 

(om-mis-sion-ers 

those  that  are  sent  to  transact  certain  business 

>rop-o-sition 

an  offer  ; a thing  presented  for  consideration 

:on-cep-tions 

ideas;  opinions 

| The  Grand  Falls  of  the  St  John  (page  175). 

pour-te-sy 

politeness 

)er-pen-dic-u-lar 

upright ; pointing  directly  to  the  zenith 

do-til- la 

a little  fleet  of  boats 

;reach-er-ous 

cheating ; betraying ; false 

;at-a-ract 

a fall  of  water 

chiv-al-ry  ( shi'v-al-re ) character  as  shown  in  the  estimation  in  which 
valor  and  gallant  behavior  are  held 

trag-e-dy 

a shocking  deed  in  which  human  life  is  taken  or 
lost 

!pop-u-la-tion 

the  people  living  in  a place 
Poor  Diggs  (page  179). 

cham-pi-on 

one  who  defends  another 

de  camp-ed 

ran  away 

' su-per-flu-i-ties 

things  not  necessary 

! em-bar-rass-ed 

confused;  discontented 

The  Abenaqui’s  Story  (page  182). 

! car-i-bou 

a species  of  reindeer 

1 can-ni-bal 

one  who  eats  human  flesh 
The  Lonely  Cross  (page  186). 

tam-a-rack 

a species  of  spruce  tree 

| im-me-mo-ri-al 

beyond  the  memory  of  man 

i por-tage  (joort-aje) 

a carrying  place  round  rapids  or  waterfalls, 
where  the  canoes  have  to  be  unloaded  and 

carried  from  one  spot  to  another 

j stal-wart 

strong  ; hardy 

Chip-pe-ways 

a tribe  of  Indians 

pil-grim-age 

a journey 

pict-u-resque 

beautiful ; like  a picture 

trib-u-ta-ry 

one  of  the  rivers  which  run  into  the  main  stream 
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cru-ci-fix 

me-men-to 


a cross  with  a figure  of  our  Saviour  on  it 
memorial;  remembrancer 


The  Falls  of  Niagara  (page  189). 

pro-trac-tion  continuance ; postponement 

fran-tic  wild 


Heroism  and  Catastrophe  (page  193). 

di-min-ish  lessen 

con-jec-tur-ed  thought ; inferred 

re-spon-si-bil-i-ty  the  state  of  being  accountable,  or  answerable  fe 

Loss  of  the  Schooner  “ Drake  ” (page  194). 

vol-un-teer-ed  offered 

es-ti-ma-tion  value ; esteem 

Ad-mi-ral-ty  the  Board,  or  Court  of  officers  who  have  controll 

of  all  the  war-vessels  of  Great  Britain 
sur-viv-ing  still  living 

com-mem-o-rates  honors  ; calls  to  remembrance 


Twenty  Years  Ago— The  Schoolboy’s  Reminiscence  (page  199). 

rem-i-nis-cence  > a calling  back  to  mind  of  what  has  occurred  in  | 
{rem-i-nis'-cence)  > the  past 


a-non-y-mous 


without  the  name  of  the  real  author  or  writer 


quad-ran-gle 

m-de-scrib-a-ble 

scrub 

pre-da-cioua 

gaunt  (g'dnt) 

in-tru-sion 

strick-en 

noc-tur-nal 

quest 

gi-gan-tic  ^ 
( ji-gan'-tic ) ) 
Btim-u  lus 


Lost  in  the  Woods  (page  200). 

a four-sided  place 
not  to  be  expressed  ; unspeakable 
low-branched  bushes  and  trees 
living  by  prey 
hungry ; lean 
an  unwelcome  visit 
wounded 

of  or  belonging  to  the  night ; nightly 
search 

large  ; giant-like 

something  exoiting  the  senses,  the  mind,  or 

spirit 
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er-mi-nate 

le-spatch-ed 

I>rov-i-den-tial-ly 


end 

sent 

by  the  direction  of  Providence 
The  Forest  Fire  (page  205). 


>b-scnre 

mf-fo-cate 

iti-fled 

te-fu£e 

ix-tin-guish-ed 


hide  ; conceal 

smother  ; render  unable  to  breathe 
suffocated 
a place  of  safety 
put  out ; dead 


A Hudson  Bay  Store  (page  210). 

i qui-ta-ble  just ; honest ; fair 

squaw  an  Indian  woman 


Life  in  the  Wilderness  {page  213), 


eon-trol 
prin-ci-pal 
ro-man-tic 
,bri-gade 
yoy-a-geur 
( vwa'ya-zhur '). 
cos-tume 
|cor-du*roy 
moc-ca-sins 


guide  ; govern 
chief  ; first  in  rank 
wild;  fanciful 
a party  or  company 

▼oyager ; traveller  ~J 

dress ; attire 
a kind  of  corded  cloth 

soft  shoes  made  of  buckskin,  worn  by  Indian 
and  voyageurs 


Winter  in  the  Arctic  Regions  (page  218). 


per-pet-u-al 

Ipar-tial 

ther-mom-e-ter 

in-ten-si-ty 

tem-per-a-ture 


unending 

incomplete 

an  instrument  for  measuring  heat  and  cold 
severity 

state  of  the  weather  as  to  heat  and  cold 


Wreck  op  the  “ Lady  Elgin”  (page  223). 


i-ron-bound 

con-cus-sion 

ex-cur-sion 

ever-and-anon 

eeud-ded 


rocky 

violent  shaking  caused  by  a blow  against  an- 
other body 

a short  journey ; a pleasure  trip 
every  now  and  then 
ran  before  the  wind 
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helm  was  turned 
hard-a-port 

su-per-vi-sion 
ult-i-mate-ly 
dis-as-ter 
heel  her  over 
req-ui-site  ^ 
rekf-we-zlt  ) 
col-li-sion 
par-al-lel 
hur-ri-cane 
hur-ri-cane  deck 
sub-or-di-nate 
an-ti-ci-pat-ed 
col-lid-ed  (col-lid'-ed) 
cas-u-al-ty 
an-nals 
com-mer-cial 
pro-ject-or 
pro-pri-e-tor 


ap-a-thy 


the  helm  or  rudder  was  put  close  to  the  le 
ward  side  of  the  vessel— i.e.,  the 
opposite  to  that  from  which  the  wu 
was  blowing 
oversight 
at  last 

misfortune;  calamity 
turn  the  vessel  partly  on  her  side 


necessary;  essential  I pi 

a striking  of  two  bodies  against  one  another  I r 
a similar  event  or  occurrence  1 T 

a fierce  storm  of  wind 

the  uppermost  flat  or  deck  of  a steamer  L 

inferior 

given  beforehand 

struck  against  I 

accident  J L 

history 

relating  to  trade  or  commerce  L 

one  who  starts  or  begins  a thing 

an  owner  L 


T The  Pilot  (page  225). 
want  of  feeling 


The  Pine  Tree  Shilling  (page  226). 


mint 

com-mod-i-ties 

spe-cie 

tank-ards 

bullion 

dil-i-gent-ly 

Pur-i-tan  laws 

per-son-a-ble 

pon-der-ous 

treas-u-ry 

his-to-ri-an 


a place  where  money  is  made  or  coined 
goods 

money  ; gold  and  silver  coins 

silver  or  metal  jugs 

bars  or  ingots  of  gold  and  silver 

industriously 

laws  made  by  the  Puritans,  as  the  first  settlers 
in  New  England  were  called 
good-looking ; handsome 
heavy ; weighty 

place  where  money  is  placed  or  stored 
one  who  wTites-  history 


rc-spon-sive 


The  Sleigh  Bells  (page  230). 
answering 
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J-some 

-on 


weary;  difficult 
thievish 


an  Acadian  Heroine  (page  232). 
a female  hero 

establishing  ; beginning ; commencing 
following 

included;  embraced 


r-o-me 

-aug-urat-ing 
b-se-quent 
jm-pris-ed 
i-enne  (Eti-e-en) 

n-bre  Char-ni-se  (Do' -Ire  Shar-ne-se ) 

-prem-a-cy  chief  position 

ig-a-zine  a place  to  store  powder 

tag-o-nist  an  adversary ; an  opponent 

r-ren-der  to  give  up  ; to  submit 

-con-di-tion-al-ly  without  condition ; trusting  to  the  mercy  of  the 


n-mu-ni-tion 
lent 
-dig-nant 

>m-bard  (bum-hard!) 

r-mi-da-ble 

r-ti-fi-ca-tions 

-tre-pid-i-ty 

luc-tant-ly 

-no-min-i-ous 

arp-ing 


ar-bar-i-ty 

priev-ed 

i-cis-si-tudes 


powder  and  balls 
impudent;  insulting 
angry 

to  fire  cannon-balls  and  bombs  against 

strong ; effective  ; dangerous 

the  works  erected  to  defend  a place 

bravery 

unwillingly 

inglorious ; disgraceful 

tawing  or  moving  a boat  with  lines  or  ropes  so 
as  to  bend  her  course  from  side  to  side 
end ; close 

unruly  ; turbulent ; resisting  authority 
unhappy 

to  frighten  ; to  make  afraid 
terms  of  surrender 
set  free 

one  who  puts  to  death  a person  condemned  to 
die 

savage  cruelty 
pardoned  for  a time 
changes 


The  Taking  op  Lodisbodrg  (page  235). 

;r-ma-ment  an  armed  force 

is-em-bar-ha4ion  a landing ; a going  from  the  ship  to  the  shore 
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prac-ti-ca-ble  possible 

en-dur-ance  hardihood ; fortitude 

sor-tie  a sally  : the  issuing  of  a body  of  troopB  from  j j- 

besieged  place  to  attack  the  besiegers  Li 
ca-pit-u-late  at  difl-  > surrender  unconditionally — i.c.,  trusting  to  tb<  L 
cre-tion  > mercy  of  the  victors  L 


9 

£ 


Battle  of  Queenston  Heights  (page  239). 


port-a-ble 

sub-ju-ga-tion 

em-i-nence 

tat-too 

wa-ry 

iu-fu-ri-at-ed 

re-m-force-ments 

skir-mish 

ag-gres-sion 

u-ui-ver-sal 


capable  of  being  carried  lb- 

the  act  of  conquering  or  subduing  by  force  pi 
a height ; a lofty  position  ki 

a beat  of  drums  at  night  giving  notice  to  soldier;  M 
to  retire  to  their  quarters 
watchful 

maddened ; made  furious 

additional  forces  ; fresh  assistance  n] 

a contest ; a partial  battle 
hostility ; injury 
general 


Pontiac's  Attempt  to  Capture  Fort  Detroit  (page  243). 


con-fed-er-a-cy 

craft-i-ness 

par-tic-i-pa-tors 

Ma-chil-i-mack-i-nac 


a league ; a union 
cunning 

those  who  engage  or  take  part 
{Ma-shil-e-mac? -t-nac') 


com-man-dant  > 

( com-man-diint ’)  ) 

■ an  officer  who  has  command  of  the  garrison 

de-pict-ed 

painted ; described  M 

com-mo-tion 

movement  r 

vi-brat-ing 

sounding 

tom-a-hawks 

hatchets  used  by  the  Indian  as  a weapon 

mi-en 

look ; bearing 

ob-vi-ous 

plain  ; easily  seen 

tu-mult-u-ous-ly 

in  a noisy,  hurried  manner 

pi-az-za 

a covered  walk  ; a verandah 

dis-sem-bled 

concealed ; hidden 

re-plete 

filled 

field-piece 

a cannon 

masked 

concealed 
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e-naffe 


i-ni-hi-la-tion 

-sur-mount-a-ble 

j.r-ri-ers 

-gions 

-vert 

unt-ing  ( tant-ing ) 

j-ces-sion 

i-pede 

clique  ( ob-lek ) 
rten-si-bly 
:-ul-ta-tion 
ro-cious 


a hollow  ball  of  about  two  and  a half  inches 
in  diameter  filled  with  powder  so  as  to 
cause  it  fco  explode 
destruction 
not  to  be  got  over 
obstructions ; obstacles 
assembled  troops 
turn  back 
insulting 
withdrawal 

to  interfere  with ; to  get  in  the  way  of 
slanting 

seemingly ; apparently 
gladness;  joy 
savage ; fierce 


The  Story  of  Fine-Ear  (page  249). 


il-leys 


cliv-ion 

|tro-cious 

;-di-ca-tion 

Ibor-tive 

c-trem-i-ty 

i-i-cide 

g-il-ance 

n-pu-ta-tion 

-journ 

>s-pi-tal 

as-pheme 

is-qui-e-tude 

ealth-i-ly 

1-on 

se-cies 

lias-tise-ment  > 

\chas' -tis-ment)  > 


galleys  were  long  flat  boats  with  one  deck, 
formerly  much  used  on  the  Mediterranean 
Sea.  To  be  condemned  to  the  galleys  was 
to  be  condemned  for  crime  to  work  at  the 
oar  on  a galley:  the  term  now  means,  to 
be  condemned  to  a place  of  punishment 
like  a penitentiary 
forgetfulness 
wicked;  heinous 
mark  ; token ; sign 
useless ; of  no  avail 
last  degree 
self-murder 
watchfulness 

the  cutting  off  of  an  arm,  or  leg,  or  other  member 
a visit ; a stay 

a place  for  sick  and  wounded 
to  swear ; to  utter  oaths 
uneasiness 

quietly ; without  noise 

a person  condemned  for  some  crime  which  he  has 
committed 
kind 

punishment 
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mar-vel-lous 

wonderful 

ac-qui-es-cence 

consent 

trac-ta-ble 

manageable 

re-spite  {res' -pit) 

relief 

fe-line 

of  the  cat  kind 

dor-mi-tor-ies 

sleeping  rooms 

am-ne8-ty 

pardon 

in-snr-gents 

rebels 

mis-siles 

things  thrown  with  force 

tes-ti-fy 

Bhow ; exhibit 

Beth  Gelert  (page  256). 

brach 

a pointer  or  setter  dog 

cha-os 

confusion 

venge-ful 

angry 

Tbavellebs’  "Wonders  (page  279). 

Lil-i-pu-tians 

people  fabled  to  have  been  no  larger  than 
man’s  thumb ; pigmies 

Brob-dig-na-gians 

people  fabled  to  have  been  fifty  or  sixty  fe 
high ; giants 

diet 

food 

nauseous 

sickening ; unpleasant 

in-tox-i-cat-ing 

able  to  make  drunk 

pun-gent 

hot;  burning 

sal-u-tary 

healthful 

per-ni-cious 

hurtful 

o-dor-if-er-ous 

sweet-scented 

ar-tic-u  lately 

distinctly  ; plainly 

cred-i-bly 

upon  good  authority 

fan-tas-tic 

fanciful 

ap-pa-rel 

dress 

for-eign-er 

a resident  or  native  of  another  country 

Bingen  on  the  Rhine  (page  284). 

Bin  gen  (Bing-n) 

vine-yard  {v in-yard)  afield  for  growing  grapes,  a place  planted  wit  I j 
grape  vines 

co-quet-ry  (ko-ket'-re)  flirtation  ; pretence 


fi-li-al 


Frederick  the  Great  (page  287). 
like  a tender  son  ; loving 
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iuc-at  (duc-at)  a piece  of  money 

i-pol-o-gy  excuse 


The  “ Chesapeake  ” and  the  “ Shannon  ” (page  288). 


im-dis-pu-ta-ble 

m-dis-guis-ed 

n-vin-ci-bil-i-ty 

ie-sig-nat-ed 

prow-ess 

nar-i-time  > 

( mar'-e-tim ) ) 
ip-i-sode 
iis-par-i-ty 
in-ter-cept 
bal-i-bre  ( Jcal-e-ber ) 


unquestionable ; certain ; undeniable 
open 

the  quality  of  being  invincible,  or  unconquerable 

named ; called 

power 

of  or  belonging  to  the  sea 


an  event 
inequality 

to  cut  off ; to  prevent 

diameter,  i.e.,  the  cannon  were  of  such  diameter 
as  to  carry  heavy  balls 
usual ; lawful 
to  come  out 

belonging  to  neither ; neutral-waters,  i.e.,  a part 
of  the  ocean  not  belonging  to  either  nation 
halliards  ( hal’yardz ) the  ropes  by  means  of  which  the  flag  or  a sail  is 
raised 

soldiers  in  a ship  of  war 

a war  in  which  relatives  or  fellow-countrymen 
kill  one  another  ; an  unnatural  war 
a republic ; a free  form  of  government,  as  the 
United  States 

command ; supreme  control 


|e-git-i-mate 

5-merge 

aeu-tral 


mar-ines 
par-ri-ci-dal  war 

com-mon-wealtk 

isov-er-eign-ty 


dispense 

em-par-a-dise 

time- tutored  age 
p-tre 
pa-geant-ry 
be-nign-ly 


clois-ters 

in-scrip-tion 


Home  (page  294). 
gift;  bestow 

make  like  paradise ; render  beautiful  and 
pleasant 

age  taught  by  experience 
an  emblem  of  power 
show  ; pomp  ; display 
calmly ; happily 

Westminster  Abbey  (page  296). 

places  of  religious  retirement 

that  which  is  written  on  a tablet  or  tombstone 
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preb-en-da-ry  ■» 
prib-en-dary  ) 
pro-miB-cu-ous 
tim-o-rous 
in-or-di-nate 
ep-i-taph 
com-pe-ti-tion 
fac-tion 

con-tem-po-ra-ries 


a clergyman  of  an  English  cathedral  who  pi 
forms  duty  at  stated  times 
confused ; mixed 
timid ; fearful 
excessive 

an  inscription  written  on  a tombstone 
strife  ; contest 
a party 

those  living  at  the  same  period  or  time 


Alfred  the  Great  (page  299). 


il-lu-mi-nat-ed 


ac-ces-si-ble 

mu-nif  i-cent-ly 

foraging  parties 

pre-di-lec-tion 

pen-u-ry 

tran-quil-li-ty 

code 


brightened ; an  illuminated  manuscript  is 
manuscript  with  the  first  letter  of  ea 
paragraph  or  certain  other  letters  print 
in  color 

that  can  be  reached  ; approachable 

bountifully ; liberally 

parties  sent  out  to  look  for  and  collect  food 

fondness  for ; bias  toward 

poverty;  want 

quietness ; calm 

a system 


The  Diverting  History  of  John  Gilpin  (page  304). 


train-band 

eke 

cal-en-der 

agog 

trice 

bal-co-ny 


volunteer  militia 
also  ; besides 

a workman  who  manages  a machine  for  press u 
cloth 
eager 
a moment 

a platform  projecting  from  a window 
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